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ENGLISH DRAMATIC POETS. 



THE TRIUMPH OP LOVE: 



VioLANTt, J>aup»ter U a Ssbliman of Milan, it »((* chilii B. 
Criiuuiu>,mpp(>«il loMa^tReon diui^mt.' an offcnet wkii 
bs Ai iawt Iff Milan it nadt capital to ItotK partUr. 

Viol, Why does aiy Gerrard griBTO I 

Oer. O my sweet miBtress, 
It u not life (which by our Milan law 
My fact hath forfeited) makea me thus peiuiTe ; 
TAat I would lose to sare the littie ftoBer 
Of this your noble burthen from least burt. 
Because yonr blood is in it. But since your love 
Made poor incompaUble me the pareut 
(Being we are not married) your dear blood 
Falls under the game cruel penalty ; 
And can heaven think fit ye die for me I 
For Heaven's sake say I ravish'd you ; I '11 swear it. 
To keep your life and repute nnstain'd. 

Viol. Gerrard, thou art my life and faculties. 
And if 1 lose thee, I '11 not keep mine own ; 
The thonght of whom aweetena all miseries, 
Would'st have me murder thee beyond thy death ! 
Unjustly scandt^ thee with ravisbnieDt t 



.ugk- 



i TBIUMPH OF LOVE. 

It vta BO far from r&pe, Uut heaven doth know. 

If ever the tiret lovers, ere they fell. 

Knew eimpl}' in the state of innoeence. 

Such was this act, IIub, that doth ask □□ blush. 

Oer. Oh ! but my rarest Violanta, when 
My lord Randulpho, brother to your father. 
Shall understand this, how will he exclaim. 
That my poor aunt and me, which hia free alms 
Hath tiure'd, since Milan by the duke of Mantua, 
""- - w uaurpB it^ waa aurprii'd that tune 



Despoil'd and Boiz'd ; 'tis poet my m 
But thus she told me : only thue I know, 
Since I could undarataad, yODT honour'd UDcle 
Hath gii'n uie all the liberal edocation 
That his own son might look for, bod he one ; 
Now will he say, doet thou requite me thus t 

I the thought kille me. 

Viol. Grentle. gentle Gerrard, 
Be cheer'd, and hope the best. My mother, father, 
And uncle, love me moat indulgently, 
Being the only branch of ail their stocks : 
But neither they, nor he thou would'st not grieve 
With this unwelcome news, shall ever hear 
Violanta's tongue reveal, inuob less accuse 
Gerrard to be the father of his own. 

1 '11 rather silent die, that thou may'st live 

To see thy little offspring grow and dirive. 

TioLAHTA te allindta in CAildfrtd bg lur ntlSer Ahoelirji. 

Viol. Mather, I'dnotofTend you ; might not Gerrard 
Steal in and see me in the evening t 

ATigel. Well, 
Bid him do so. 

Viol. Heaven's blessing on yout heart. 
Do ye not call child-bearing Iravel, mother 1 

Anyd. Yes. 

Viol. It well may be. The bare-foot traveller 
That 's bom a prince, and walks his pilgrimage 
Whose tender feet kiea the remorseleaa stones 
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TRIUUFH OF LOTS. 3 

Onlj, De'or felt s travel Glee to it. 

Alas, dear mother, yoD groou'd thna for me. 

And yet how disobedient have I been I 

Angd. Peace, Violanta : than haat alwajpi bem 
Gentle and good. 

Vitii. Genard i> better, mother : 

if you ktiev the implicit inDocencj 

Dwells in his breast, yon 'd Iofb hiro like yoop pt»yera. 

1 aee no reawiD bat my fatber might 

Be told the tmth, beioE pleBs'd for Ferdinand 
To woo himself : and Gerrard ever was 
Hia fnll comuratiTe ; my imcle lores him. 
As he lores Ferdinand. 

Angd. No, not for the world, 
Since hia intent is croas'd : lor'd Ferdinand 
Thus min'd, and a child got oat of wedlocli, 
His madneHfl wonld pnnue ye both to daath. 

Fiol. As yon please, mother. I am now. meChiokB, 
Eien in the land of ease ; I '11 sleep. 

Angel, Draw in 
The bed nearer tite fire : sUfcen rest 
Tie all thy cu-es np». 

TioLAKTA disciiliu hotc hir tmcfar Oeruhd itgatt. 

ViU. Gerrard's and my affection began 
Id infamy : my ancle bronght him oft 
In long coatB hither. 

The little boy would kiss me, being a child, 
And say he loT'd me ; give me all hia toys, 
Bracelets, rings, Bweetmeata, all hia rosy smilee : 
I then would stand nai slaie apon his eyes, 
Play with his locks, and swear I loved him too ; 
For sure methonght he was a little Love, 
He wooed so prettily in innocence. 
That then he warm d my fancy. 

• Vloluita'i pmttle li h very pretty and so nalonJ. in her 
(i(iiiiMini,thatIcoiiUnot»glrt^vlng Ila plats. Juno LudnB 

fot bMu iif^iitj to B giffii of cudi. It nqulrtd u tout u 
mu<± adoiEU to «miDbla a Ijiog-ln. 



THE MAm'3 TRAGEDY. 

Bl FKAHCIB BlAimOHT. «HD Joun PLITCflin, 

fatiaHa \a bn lAi Kin'i,-i cmmaiul lo wwd Eriimi. — Thi 
griif a/ AtriTiA nl beitv/enaliai, lUtcrOtii. 
This lady 
Walks i^scontented, with her watiy eyes 
B«Dt on the earth : the unfrequented woods 
Are her delight i and when she seen a bank 
Stuck full of flowers, she with a sigh will tell 
Her eervanta nhat a pretty place it were 
To hurj loverB in ; and mate her maids 
Pluck 'em, and strew her over like a corse. 
She carries with her an infectious grief 
That strikes all her beholders, she will inng 
The inoumfuirBt things that ever ear have heard. 
And sigh, and sing' again ; and when the rest 
Of our yaane ladies in their wanton b'ood, 
Tetl mirthful tales in course that fill the room 
With laughter, Bbe will with so sad a look 
Bring forth a story of the silent death 
Of soma forsaken virein, whicb her grief 
Will put in such a phrase, that, ere she end, 
She'll send them weeping one by one away. 

71u wutrriage'niffht i^Ahihti>ii and BvjiivnB. 

Evad. Would thou could'st instiU [To Dm. 

Some of thy mirth into Aspatia. 

Aip. It were a timeless smile should prove my cheek ; 
It were s fitter hour for mo to laugh, 
When at the allar the religions priest 
Were pacifying the offended powers 
With aacrifice, than now. This ahonld hare been 
Hy nislit, and all your hands have heen employ'd 
In giviog me a spotless Lifiering 
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HAm-B TRAOBDV. 5 

To yoDDg AmiDtor'a bed, u we are now 

For yon : paidoD, Evadue, nould my warth 

Ware great ss pour's, or tbat the King, or he, 

Or both thought bo ; perhaps he found me worthless, 

But tiU be did so, m theee ears of mine 

(These creduloue ean) be pour*d the swoetesC words 

That art or love could frame. 

Evad. Naj', leave thig sad talk, madam. 

Atp. Would I could, then should I leave the cause. 
Lav a, garUmd on myhiarie of tht ditmtU yew. 

Evad, That 'a one of your sad aonga, madam, 

Atp. Believe me. His a very pretty one. 

E^id. How is it, madam 1 

Aap. Lay a garland on my hearK of tht dUnuU ync ; 
Maidaa, wWirw lyrancha hear ; tag I died true : 
My love waafaUe, bat I mu firm fnrm my hour of birth ; 
Upon my buiried body lay lightly genSe eairlh. 
Madam, sood oigbt ; — may do discoDtent 
Grow 'twixt your love and yon ; but if there do, 
Enquire of me, and I wilt goide yuur moan. 
Teach you an artificial way to grieve. 
To Iceep your sorrow waking. Love your lord 
No worse than I ; but if you love so well, 
Alas, you may displesae him, so did I. 
This is the lost time you shall look on me : 
Lkdies farewell ; as soon as I am dead, 
Come all and watch one night about my hearse ; 
Bring each a mournful story and a tear 
To offer at it when I go to earth : 



Be home by virgins that shall ung by course 

The truth of maids and peiguries of men. 
EiiaA. Alas, 1 pity thse. [AmiiToa e 

A^. Go and be happy in your htdy'a love ; 

[roAm 

Hay all the wrongs that yon have done to me. 

Be utterly forgotten in my death. 

I 'U tiooble you no more, yet I will take 

A parting UJis, and will not be denied. 

You 'U come, my lord, and see the Tirgina weep 



e KAIira TKAGBDY. 

When I am laid in e&rth, though ;ou younelf 
Can linow no pitj ; thoa I wind mj'Belf 
Into this willow gwlandj and am prouder, 
That I wag once yoiir lovo (Ibongli now refus'd) 
Tban to have bad aootber true to me. 



Shewn a fine sorrow ; mark, Aotiphita, 
Just Buch another was the Dymph Oenone, 
When ParU brought home Helen : now a tear, 
And then thou art a piece expressing fully 
The Carthage (^ueen, when bnaa a cold sea rock, 
Full with her eorniw, she tied fast her eyes 
To the fair Trojan stupa, and having lost them, 
JuBt as Chine eyes do, down stole a tear, Antiphila. 
What would thia wench do, if she were Aapatia t 
Here die would stand, till some more pitying god 
Tum'd her to marble : 'tis enough, my wench ; 
Shew me the piece of needle- work you wrought. 

AiU. Of Ariadne, madam ! 

Aip. Yea that piece. 
This ^ould be Theeens, h' as a cozening face ; 
You meant him for a man I 

Ant. He was so, madam. 

Asp. Why then 'tis well enough. Never look back. 
You have a full wind, and a fabe heart, Theseus. 
Does not the story say, his keel was aptit. 
Or hia maats apent, or some kind rock or other 
Met with hia vessel t 

Ani, Not as I remember. fthis. 

Asp. It should ha' been ao : cQdM the gods know 
And not of all their number raiae a atorm t 
But they are all as ill. This falae amile was well exprest. 
Just such another canght me ; you shall not go so. 
In this place work a. i^uickeand, [Antiphila, 

And over it a Bhaltuw smiling water. 



NAUre TRAGEDY. 7 

Anl. 'TiriU wrong tbe story. 

Alp. 'TwilliiiaketbeB(ory,<vn>Dg'dby wantonpoels. 
Live lopg and be believ'd ; but where 's the lady I 

Am. There, Madam. 

Aip. Fie, yOQ havB miea'd it here, Antiphila, 
Yon are much mistaken, weneh ; 
These eoloiue are not duU and pale enough. 
To shew a eoul bo full of miseiy 
As this sad lady's was ; do it by me. 
Do it again by me the loat Aepatia, 
And yoD shall find all true but the wild island. 
I stand Dpnn the sea beach oow, and think 
Mine arms tbue, and miue hair blown widi the wind. 
Wild as that deaart, and let all about me 
Tell tiiat I am forsaken, do my face 
(If thou badst ever feeling of a sorrow) 
Thus, thus, Antipbila, strive to make me look 
Like Sorrow's monument ; and the trees about me, 
Let them be dry and leareless j let the rocks 
OroBD with continual surges, and behind me 
Make all a desolation ; look, look, weuchw, 
A miserable Ufo of tbis poor picture, 

Olym, Dear madam 1 

Aip. I have done, sit down, and let na 
Upon that point ftx all our eyes, that point there ; 
Make a dull utence, till yon feel a sudden sadness 
Qive us new ac 




eaofajimiigmii Jii „ . „ — „ , 

paHlng hfnistff off ((»r awonAaJnuaong wDnHiif and that tee for 
a long (pao* at Umt f vet Bb Ftdllp has pnsertsd nuh ■ matiib- 
!•« deconun, tbat nglt&m dOM P:iTDCln' maDbsod loffgr an; alain 
for tbe ^bmuu^ of Zfllmaeo, nor li tba rospect doe to tJie prln- 
eeuet U all dbnlnlilied wben tbe destptlOB oomM to ba known. 
In tba iwHtljroonitltaMd mind of Sir Philip BMUwlt teen u if 
no ngly tfaonibt noroiiliuidunu mgdltallan could find a hulMiDr. 
Hs turned aU that ha touehad Into ImB^ea of honour and virtna- 

rian. The oidbiBiT lawi of courtahip are raramd i tha hahHusl 
faallngi ar« vlotaled. y*t wlUi nieb eiqulatia addnst tliii dan- 
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S MAID'S TRAOEDY. 

EvADsK Imploret fotglvttiut of Ajumtok for narrfimg Afn 
wjtife (*( tRu Uc lUara HlilnH. 

£vad. O my lord. 

Amin, How now ! 

Evad. Mv moch Abused lord ! IKtteeli. 

Amin. This cum ot be. 

Evad. 1 do Dot kneel to lire, I dmre not hope it ; 
The wrongs I did axe grekter ; look upon me, 
Though I appear with alt m/ fiiulta. 

ATain. Stand up. 
This is no new y/ty to beget more Borrow : 
Heaven knows I have too many ; do not mock ms ; 
Thoueh I am tame and bred np witb mj wrongs, 
Which are my foBler-brothers, I may leap 
Like & hand-wolf into my natura) wilderness, 
And do on outrage : pray thee do not mock me. 

Emd. My whole life is so leprous, it infects 
Atl my repentance : I would boy your pardon 
Though at the highest set, eren with ray tife. 
That alight contrition, that 's no sacrifice 
For what I have committed. 

Amin. Sure I dazzle : 
There cannot be a faith in that foul wonuu. 
That knows no god more mighty than her mischieh. 
Thon doet still worse, still number on tby &nltB, 
To press mj poor heart thus. Can I belieT 
There 's any seed of vi ■■■-■ 




■tnotlH compued iti 

~ - ' - • pndamlnit* <mt oar 
DS ibiiteowiit of Uie 

obBnctarbaa maiiT iegraaat Biieetn«a, some of daUm^.lii 

■ * ft vhUdi Hwa donot dMplM.weaM wjtj'"- * 

□timd FlBtdisi woe bat an lamiot H 



MAHfB TRAORDT. 

L«fl to flhoot up, th&t d&res go on ia Bin 

Known, and •□ known as thine U 1 Ev&dne ! 
Would there were any B&fet; in thy sex, 
Th«t I might pnt a thousand sorrowa off, 
And credit tb; repeutiuice : but I moat not ; 
ThoQ bast brought me to the dull cftlamity, 
To that strange misbelief of all the world, 
And all thiDOS that are in it, that I fear 
I shall Call li^e a tree, and find my grave^ 
Only Tememb'riBE that I grieve. 

Svad. My lord, 
GKve ma yonr griefs : you are an ionooent, 
A soul aa white as heaven ; let not my sins 
Penata your noble youth : I do not fall here 
To shadow by diagembling with my tears, 
As all say women can, or to make lesa 
What my hot will baUi done, which heaven and you 
Knows to be tougher than the hand of time 
Can cut &om man's remerabraDOe ; no 1 do not ; 
1 do appear the same, the same Evadoe, 
Oregt in the shames I liv'd in, the same monster- 
Bat these are names of honour, to what I am ; 
I do present myself the fonleat oreatnre. 
Most poisonoos, dai^ieroos, and dsspis'd of men, 
Lema e'er bred, or Nilus ; 1 am hell, 
Till you, my dear lord, shoot your light into nie, 
The beains of yoor forgiveness : I sm sool-siok. 
And wither with the fear of one condemn'd, 



Those heavoJy powers that put this good into thee, 

Grant a continuanee of it i 1 forgive Uiee ; 

Hake thyself worUiy of it, acd take heed. 

Take heed, £radne, this be secions ; 

Mock not the powet* above, that tsut and dare 

Give thee a great example of their justice 

To all ensuing eyes, if thou play'st 

With thy repentance, the best sacrifice. 

Evad. I have done nothing good to win belief, 
Hy life hath been so faithless ; all the creatures 



10 HAID'S TRAGEDY. 

Made for heaven's honoun hare tbaic ends, uid goi>d 

All bnt the cozening Crooodilea, false women ; 

The; reign here like dioBe plagues, those killing •ores, 

Men pray against ', and when they die, like tslra 

111 told, and Dnbaliev'd, they pass away 

A nd go to dust forgotten : biit, my lonl. 

Those short days I shall nnmber to my reat, 

(As many moat not aee me) ahall, though too late, 

Though in my eTening, yet perceive a will. 

Since I can do no good becanae a wnman. 

Reach constantly at something that is near it ; 

I will redeem one minute of my age. 

Or like another Niobe I '11 weep 

Till 1 am water. 

Amin. I am now disBoWed : 
Hy frozen soul melts : may each sin llian Iiast, 
Find a new meroy : rise, I am atpeaos: 
Hsd'at thou been thus, thos excellently good. 
Before that devil king tempted thy (railty, 
Sure thou had'at made a star : give me Uiy hand ; 
From this time 1 will know thee, and as lax 
As honour gives me leave, be thy Aminlor : 
When we meet next, I will salute tbae fiUrly, 
And pray the gods to give thee happy days : 
My charity shall go along with tiiee, 
Though my erabnwea mnot he far from thee. 

Mai'i Saturn mon harii and /uMil Utan ITasunV. 
How stubbornly this fellow anawer'd me 1 
There is a vile dishonest trick in man. 

Appear thna to me, are haish and rude, 

And have a aubtilty in every thing. 

Which love could never know ; but we fond women 

Harbour the eaaieat and smoothest thoughts. 

And think all ahall go so ; it ie unjust 

That men and women should be matcht logethu'. 



Fini.UT(R tttli Ml PuHMU AKnxuu jtdw SiJIrit /bunii lA 

I hsTe a boy leot bf the godi, 

Not yet seen Id the court ; huotinz the back, 

I found him Bitting by a foaatun side, 

OF which he borroo'd Borne to quench bi« Mnt, 

And paid the nymph again as mueh in tears ; 

A garland lay him by, made by himeelf, 

Of many several flowers, bred in the bay. 

Stuck Id that mystic order, that the rsreneea 

Delighted rae : but ever when he tum'd 

His tender eyes upon them, he would weep. 

As if he meant to make them grow again. 

Seeing snob pretty helpiew innocence 

Dwell in his face, I ask'd him all bis story ; 

He told me that hia parents gentle died,] 

Leaving him to the mercy of the fields. 

Which gave him roots ; and of the crystal springs, 

Which did not stop their courses ; and the sun, 

Which still, he thank'd him, yielded htm his light. 

Then took he up his garland and did shew. 

What every flower, as eauntry people hold. 

Did signify ; and bow all order'd thus, 

Exprest his grief : and to my thoughts did read 



Have studied it. I gladly enCertain'd him. 
Who was as glad to follow ; &nd tutve got 
The trostieBt, loviag'st, and the geDtleet boy. 
That ever master kept : him will I send 
To wail on you, and bear our hidden love. 



12 FHILABTEIl. 

Fhilastih pr(firt Bcllabio Is Ut Birvtei <>fllie 

Pki. And thou shall find her honourable, bojr, 
Full of regard unto thy tender j'onth. 
For thine own modesty ; and for mj sake, 
Apter n> give, than thou wilt be to Vik, aye, or deserve. 

Bdl. Sir, yqn did take me up when I waa nothing. 
And onlj' yet am something by being yours ; 
Yon trnated me unknown ; and that wbiah you are apt 
To construe a umple innooence in me. 
Perhaps might have been craft, the canning of a boy 
Harden'd in lies and theft ; yet ventnr'd you 
To part my misenes and me : for which, 
I never con expect to serve a lady 
That bears more honour in her breast Ihan yon. 

Phi. But^ boy, it will prefer thee ; thou art young, 
And bear'at a childish overflowing love 
To them that clap thy cheebs and speak thee fiur yet. 
But when thy judgment cornea to rule those passions, 
Thou wilt remember beat those oareflil friends 
That placed thee in the noblest way of life : 
She is a princess I prefer thee to. 

Bell. In that small time tjiat I have seen the world, 
I never knew a man hasty to part 
With a servant he thought trusty ; I remember, 
My father would prefer the boys he kept 
To greater men than he, but did it not 
Till they were grown too eaucy for himself. 

Fki. Why, gentle boy, I find no fault at all 
In thy behaviour. 

Beli. Sir, if I have made 
A fault of ignorance, instmct my youtb ; 
I shall be wlUing, if not apt, to learn. 
Age and experience will sjlorn my mind 
With larger knowledge : and if I have done 
A wilful fault, think me not past all bope 
For once ; what master holds so strict a hand 
Over his boy, that be will part with him 
Without one warning I Let me be corrected 
To break my stubbornness if it be so. 
Rather than turn me ofi',uid 1 shall mend. 

.......Ca.,glc 



Phi. Thy love doth plead bo pretdl^ to sti,y, 
That (tniBt me) I could weep to part with thee. 
Alas, I do not tarn thee off ; thou knoweet 
It is ray baaioeas that doth oall thee hence, 
And whan thou »« with her thou dwell'st wilh me : 
Tbint «o, and 'tia so ; siid when time U full, 
I'hat thou ha«t well dUcharg'd this heavy trust. 
Laid on eo weak a one, I wul again 
With jo}' receive thee ; as I live, I will ; 
Nay weep not, gentle bo; ; 'tis more thajl time 
Thou didst attend the princess. 

Bell. I axa gone; 
Bnt since I am to part with you, my lord. 
And none knows whether I dial! live to do 
More service for you, lake this little prayer : 
Heaven bless your loves, yonr fights, aJI your deBigns. 
Hay sick men, if they have your wish, be well ; 
And heaven's hate those you curse, though I be one. 

natUr Fhiu*tkh^ love/Oi-her. 

Are. Sir, you are sod to change your service, is't 
not BO T 

BeU. Madam, I have not chuig'd : I wait on you. 
To do him service. 

A re. Thou disdum'st in me ; 
Tel! me thy name. 

£M. Beltario. 

Are. Thou canst sing and play 1 

£dl. It grief trill give me leave, madam, I can. 

Are. Alu ! what kind of grief can thy years know ! 
Had'st tliau a enrat master when then weot'st to school 1 
Thou art not capable of any other grief ; 
Thy brows and cheeks are smooth as waters be, 
When no breath tronblea them : believe me, boy, 
Care seeks out wrinkled brows, and hollow eyes. 
And builds him«elf caves to abide in ^i«n. 
Come, sir, tell me traly, does your lord love me I 

£eti. Love, "l a tlBP t ! I know not what it is. 

Art. Canst thou know grief, and never yet knew'at 



.ugk 



14 PHILABTHR. 

Thou art deceiv'd, bo;F' Do^ he BpMk of me 

As if he wish'd me well 1 

BeU. If it be love. 
To forget all reepect of his own &ienda, 
In tbiabing of joar face ; if it be love, 
To sit cross-Ann'd «nd aigh away the dAj, 
Mingled with starU, crying your nune as loud 
And hastilj, aa men i' the streeta do fire ; 
If it be love to weep himself away, 
When he hut hears ot any lady dead, 
Or kili'd, because it might have been your chance ; 
If when he goes to rest {which will not be) 
'Twixt every prayer he says to name you onee, 
As others drop a bead, be to be in love ; 
Then, madam, I dare swear he lovea yon. 

Ai-e. O you 're a ounning boy, ajtd taught to lie 
For your lord's credit ; but (hou know'st a lie 
That bears this sound, is vrelcomer to me 
Than any truth that says he loves me not 

pHiuErra UJiatotu nfBmLnuo lettk Mt PuHcm. 

BeU. Health to you, my lord ; 
The princess doth oonunend her love, her life. 
And this unto you. 

Phi. Bellttrio, 
Now 1 perceive she loves me, she does shew 



Past my desert, more fit for her attendant. 
Though far unfit for me wbo do attend. 

Phi, Thou art grown courtly, boy. O let all women 
That love blaok deeds learn to dlasemble here. 
■ Here by this paper she does write to me 
As if her heart were mines of adanumt 
To all the world besides, but nnto me 
A maiden snow that melted with my looks. 
Tell me, my boy, how doth the princess use thee 1 
For I shall guess her love to me by that. 

BtU. Scawe like her serrant, but a« "' 



» by my fidelity ; 



PHILABTGR. It 

Ah mothen toad do dm their onlj' eoni; 
Aa 1 'd use one that 'b left onto my trust, 
For whom my life should pay if be met harm, 
So she does use me. 

Phi. Wb^ this is voad'roDS well : 
But what kind language does she feed tbee with ! 

BdL Why, Bhe does tell me, she will troBt my youth 
With all her loving aecrels, and does call me 
Her pretty servant, bids me weep no more 
For leaving you s she '11 Bee my serrieee 
Bearded ; and socb words of that soft strain. 
That I am nearer weeping when she ends 
Than ere she spake. 

Phi. This is much better still. 

Bdl. Are you ill, my lord ! 

Phi. Ill t No, Bellttrio. 

Bdl, Methinks your words 
Fall not from off yonr tOQgue ao evenly, 
Nor is thare in your looks Omt quietness, 
Tbat I was wont to see. 

Phi. Thou art deeeiv'd, boy. — And she strokes thy 

Sell. Yes. [head! 

Phi. And she does clap thy cheeks t 

£tll. She does, my lord. 

Phi, And Bhe does kies Ihee, boy, ha 1 

BtB. How, my lord 1 

Phi. She kissee thee 1 

Bdl. Not so, my lord. 

Phi. Come, oome, I know she does. 

BeU. No, by my Ufe. 
Aye, now I see why my disturbed thoughts 
Were so perplext when Arst 1 went to her ; 
My heart held augury. Yoa are abns'd. 
Some villain hss abns'd you ; I do sea 
Whereto yoa leod ; laU rooks upon his head, 
That put this to you ; 'ds some subtle trtUD 
To bring that noble frame of yours to nought. 

Phi, ThoD thiiik'et I will be angry with thee. Come, 
Thou abslt know all my drift. I halo her more, 
Thau I love happiness, and pUc'd thee there 
To pi7 with narrow eyes into ber deeds. 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 



IS FHILAeTBB. 

Hut than diaeov«r'd ) is ihe tal'ii to Inst, 

Ab I would mith her ! Speak some comfort to tne. 

£«U. ily lord, ymi did mistake tlie boy yon sent : 
Had she a sin that way, hid from the world, 
I would not aid 

Her bate dealree ; but what I came to know 
As servant to her, I would not roreal. 
To moke tn; life lost ogea. 

Pki. my heart 1 
This is a salve worse than the main disease. 
Tell me thy thoughts ; for 1 will know the least 
That dwells within thee, or will rip thy heart 
To know it ; I will see thy thoughts oa pl^u 
As I do know thy (ace. 

Bdl. Why, Boyooda 
She is (for aught 1 know) by all the gods, 
Ab chaste as ice ; but were she foul as hell, 
And I did know it, thus ; the breath of kii^^s, 
The paints of swords, tortures, nor bulls of brass, 
Should draw it from me. 
P/ti. Then it in no time 
To dally with thee ; I will take thy life, 
For I do hate thee ; I could eurse thee now. 

Bdl. If you do hat«, you could not curse me worse; 
The gods have not a punishment in store 
Greater for me tbon is your hate. 

PIti. Fie, fie. 
So young and so dissembling ! fear'st thou not death t 
Can boys contemn that I 

StU. O, what bo^ is he 
Can be content to live to be a man. 
That sees the best of men thus passionate, 
Thus without reason 1 
Phi. Ob, but thou dost not know what '& to die. 
BelL Yea I do know, my lord. 
Tis lees than to be bom ; a lasting sleep, 
A quiet reating from all jealousy ; 
A Uiing we all poisne ; I know beddes 
It is but givinE aver of a game 



FHILASTEII. 1 

For pei^[ir*d Bonb ; think bat on tbese, aud then 
Thj heart will melt, and thou wilt utter all. 

Bdl, May thej' fall all upoQ me whilst I live. 
If I be perjured, or bsTS ever thought 
Of that joa charge me with ; if 1 b« false, 
Send me to aaSet in thoBe puniahmeDte 
Yon speak of ; kill me. 

Phi. O, what should I do t 
Why, who cati but believe him 1 He does swear 
So eamefitly, that if it were not true, 
The gods would aot endure him. Rise, Bellaria, 
Thy protestations are so deep, and thou 
Dost look ao truly when thou ntter'st them. 
That though I know them false, as were my hopes, 
I cannot urge thee further ; bat thon wert 
To blame to injure me, for I most love 
Thy honest Iookb, and take no revenge upon 
Thy tender youth ; a love from me to thee 
Is nrm whale'er thou dost : it troubles me 
That I hare call'd the blood out of thy cheeks, 
That did so well became thee : but, good boy, 
Let^e not see thee more ; something is dona 
That will distract me, that will make me mad, 
If 1 heboid thee ; if thou tender'st me. 
Let me not see tbee. 

£eU. I wilt fly as far 
As there is morning, ere I give distaste 
To that most honour'd mind. But through these tears 
Shed at my hopeless parting, I can see 
A world of treason practis'd upoo you, 
And her, and me. Farewell for ever more; 
If you diall hear that sorrow struck me dead. 
And after find me loyal, let there be 
A tear shed from joo in my memory. 
And I shall reel at peace. 

BiLuuo, dUaivertd 10 bt a IFoman, totVaia Ihe moliec Ait 

htr dilgvUc Iji Itatt bita Levi /or Putitx PaiLignii. 
Hy &ther would oft speak 
Your worth and virtue, and aa I 



To see the ram ao pniifi, bnt yet all this 

Was but a maiden longing, to be lost 

As BooD aa fonnd, till aicting in m; windoo-, 

Printine my thoughts in Uwn, I saw a god 

I thought (but it wag you) enter our gates i 

Hy blcH>d new out, and bock ajiuu aa taut 

As I had puft it forth, and eoch'd it in 

Like breath ; than was I call'd away in haste 

To entertain yon. Never was a man 

Heav'd from a sheep-cot to a aceptre, raia'd 

So high in thoughts aa I ; yon left a kiaa 

Upon these lips theo, which I mean to keep 

From you for ever ; I did hear yon talk 

Par above singing ; after you were gone, 

I grew acquaint^ with my heart, and seorcb'd 

What atirr'd it so. Alas ! I fonnd it love, 

Yet far from lust, for could I have but liv'd 

In presence of you, I had had my end. <. 

For this I did delude my noble father 

With a feign'd pilgrimage, and drest myself 

In habit of a boy, and, &i' 1 knew 

My birth no match for you, I was past h<^ 

Of having yon. And nnderstanding well. 

That when I made discovery of my sex, 

I could not stay with you, I made a vow 

By all the moat religious things a maid 

Could call together, never to be known, 

Whilst there was hope to hide me from men's eyi 

For other tlian I seem'd ; that 1 might ever 

Abide with you : then sate I by the fount 

Where first you tiwk me up*. 



u d^. For many y«an afMt Iba dat* of Pliilutir^ fli 
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lonr. oilHiig OB tlx gods lo Uan hw lupp]' ittal itali miiBBu) 
-^ — iiodDaU)tHSeent]jaui(>liihBheait.giiIi^tlMioiiisii; 
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ideifiiijy dflU^]t«d vlth tbesa traiufarmL- 
IDUB'aputaiHntlMnBGUdbjjroiuigmen, Whit 
lODllislOD It mat have mads, to lee a boy play a 
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BBhiiBHmjof nrtMaddmt to hi* mil 

on mm ■ iMOIOHoa, vbidi ihs leoiK to han tuliiii Dp mmi nuns 
or OuH Kmlcal npitaatatloat, ot toOvtABg blm abnad u ■ 
pigs. It U to (trnnt, w mJotatj, w ilA In po^a. In hum, In 
wil.ud imtboa, tlul Ihkis thou^t flt to iBKrt it, u & wlom 
doH InfuEiintoiiUnHibricklybDduubatbwtdtpncalei. Tb» 
■toiy or lUfl romuilie ud nnfoitoiiBto murtue with tta« dangler 
of BlcOoonaMoon. tlMlAdTbBnsapp(iMdtabaaddra>l,mny 
be »d kn Willon'a Una. 



By oor ktn^ Btrivlng 1iop«» by that re 
WUeta my wndi' mucnline penoMli 
Bwt In thee, and by the mimofT 
orhara, irbfdi wlHand ilrali Ib- 
lolmljbeg. BntbyltijfUbai'ihiiiui, 
By all palm which mnl and diniRanait hi 
1 conjure ttaM ; and all the oathi, which X 
And Ihon have bwoib to laal Joint ooutaney 

ThoQ ahalt not Vrre hy meaoB tc 
Tamper, O fair lora, lora'a impfl 
Be ray tnio BilMnM, lot my l«| 
1 11 go, and, by thy Und leare. 



Thy lelM alralglrtTi bmats eannot more 
Bm* tBaa Oie MW, nor thy Itna taadi them 
Kortame wOd BotMB' huihneM i thoo haal 
How rondily he la plecea ahlrend 
TheMlMUHa. lAim ha nran he laf-d. 
Fall ni or good, tli imdaMa io ha** prer^ 
DaHtnming'd ; iHd en tUa fl^lety, 
Itai (beiot low* one In th- othH be. 
DhaemM* nothfag, Mt a boy, nor obuige 
Thy hody'ihaUt.noi mind 1 banotitauga 
Tethyidfonlj. All «ni ipy in thy Am 



And knDire she doea well, nertx gare the world 
Two things ao opposite, so contrary, 
As he and I am : if B bowl of blood 
Drawn from this arm of mine would poison thee, 
A draught of bia would cure thee. 
Intcrin in Virliu. 

Why, roy lord, are you so moved at this 1 

When any falls from virtue, I am distract, 
I have an interest in 't. 



ertau n/thal Oatk, lehU 



Wm hunt tbee wUb Inch Imt, and tildeons race, 

A>LM>> bit gnorti ware Tul. Bnt none or tfaeBe, 

I4oi ipfuigT AyfUoittlqud Dutch ihail the4 displnae, 

UtIiouMvIuiB' O rtiv ban i J!ar, lor iface 

^^^T^'*"'^ li only a worthy nllery, 

To walk in aipeclatlon, tin IRini thence 

Onr graatHt long oil tlwg to hli preieDM. 



AualI'd, fight. tBkeD,stiibh'd,1)1ecd, tali ond die, 
ADgnr ma betnr chiDce. «cept dread Jove 
Thub IE Buougfa for nja to hare had &iy love. 



CUPIDB RETENOE. 

And do not lie, if any man should uk thee 

Bat how Ou/a datt, or i^uU a dodc 'tit now. 

Be sura thou do not lie, make no excuse 

Far him tlut is moat near thee : never let 

The moat ofiiciatia faUehood 'scape thj tAngae ; 

For thej above (that are entirely truth) 

Will make that seed which thou hast sown of lies, 

Yield miseries a thousand fold 

Upon thine head, ae they have done on mine. 



togtOitrfor tluJlrU Ijw a/ter lur marriage tpiOi tlit KJ 

Bach. He stands 
As U he grew there, with his eyes on earth. 
Sir, you and I when we were laat together 
Kept not this distance, na we were ^raid 
Of blaaling by oureelvea. 

Leu, Madam, 'tis tme. 
Heaven pardon it. 

£ach. Amen, sir: you may think 
That I have done you wrong in this strange 

Leu. 'Tis paat now. 

Ba^. But it was no fault of mine ; 
The world had cali'd me mad, had I refus'd 
The king : nor laid I any train to catch him. 
It was your own oatha <Ud it. 

Lea. 'Tis a truth. 
That takes my sleep away ; but would to heaven, 
If it had BO been pleas' d, you had refus'd him. 
Though 1 had gratified that courtesy 
With having you myself : but since 'tis thus, 
I do beseech you that you will be honest 
From henceforth ; and not abuse hia credalouB ag 
Which you may e»sity do. As for myself. 
What I can say, you know alas too well. 
Is tied within me; here it will sit like lead, 
But shall ofTeod uo other, it will pluck me 
Back from my entrance into any mirth, 
As if a servant came and whisper'd with me 
Of some friend's death ; bat 1 will bear myulf 



,„Ca.,glc 



n cumra rgtense. 

To ;du, wi^ &U ^e dae obedience 

A son owes to a molher ; more tb*n this 

Is DOt in me, but 1 mnct leave the rest 

To the juM gods, who in their bleesed time. 

When tiiey have given me pimishinent enough 

For my nuh gin, irill meFofally Bod 

Ab anexpected mcsiis to eue mj grief 

Aa they did now to bring it. 

Bach. Grown bo godly I 
This must not be, and I will be to yon 
No other than a natnnl mother ought ; 
And tor my honesty, so yon will swear 
Never to nree me, 1 shalt keep it safe 
From aiw oUibi:. 

Leu. Bless me, 1 shoald ui^ yaa ! 

Sack. Nsy, bat swear then, that 1 may be at peace. 
Far 1 do feel a weakness in myself 
That can deny you nothing ; if you tempt me 
I shall embrace sin as it were a friend. 
And run to meet it. 

Leu. If you knew how far 
It ware frun me, yon would not orge an oath. 
But for your aatieuction, when I tempt yon 

Back. Swear not. I cannot move bun. This sad talk 
Of things past help, does not become us well. 
Shall I send one for my mnslcians, and we'll dance I 

Leu. Dance, madam I 

Back, Yes, a lavolta. 

Leu. I cannot dance, madam. 

BaiA. Then let 'b be merry. 

Lett. I am as my tbnunes bid me. 
Do not you see me hoot I 

BotA. Yes. 
And why think yon I smile 1 

Leu. I am BO far from any joy myself, 
I cannot &ney a eaiise of mirth. 

Bach. I 'II tell yoa. We are alone. 

Leu. Alone 1 

Bach. Yes. 

Lea. 'Tis trae : what then ) 
. Ba<A. What then! 

L>o.«o:, Google 
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You aklie my nniling now toeak into langhter : 

Wh&t tbink yoa U to be done then I 
Leu. We should pray to hearoD for merey, 
BaiA. Pray 1 thai were % way indeed 



TopMBthi 
£cii. Id 



I dare not think t tmdentand yon. 

Baeh. I mait l«aoh yoa tiien. Come kiss me. 

Lem. Kiaa yoo ! 

Sa/Jt. Yes, be not asham'd : 
YoQ did it not yourself, I will for^ve you. 

Leu, Keep, you displeased gods, tbe duo rtepect 
I ought to bear onto this nicked woman, 
As she is now my mother : luute within me, 
Leflt 1 add fiina to ^ns, till no repentance 
WiU cure me. 

Saeh. LeaTo these melancholy moods. 
That I may swear thee welcome on thy lips 
A Uioneand timea. 

Ln. Pray leave this wicked talk ; 
You do not know to what my father's wrong 
May urge me. 

Biidi, I 'm careless, and do weigh 
The world, my lite, and all my after hopes, 
Nothing without thy lore : mistake me not. 
Thy lore, as I bave had it, free uid open 
As wedlock is within itself, what say yon t 

Lea, Nothing. 

BaA. Viij me, behold a duchess 
Kneels for thy mercy. What answer will you give I 

leu. They that can answer moat be less amaz'd 
Than I am now : yen see my tears deliTer 
My meaning t« yoa. 

Bach. Kiall fbe conlenui'd ! 
Thon art a baut, worse than a savage beast, 
To let a lady kneel. 

Leu. "Tis your will, heaven : bnt let me bear me 
Like myself, however she does. 

Back. How fond was I 

rce thee t ^ 

:e the king 



Leu. All you haTC nam'il, but maldng of me wn 
With you, you may cammBnd, but neier tbat ; 
Say what you will, I 'tl he&r yon as becomes me : 
If you Bpoftk, I will not follow your countel, 
Nnther wilt I Mil the world to your di8gT)u>e, 
But give you the juat honour 
Tbat is due from me to my father's wife. 

Back, Lord, how full of wise formality you're grown 
Of UAe : but yoQ were teUinK me. 
Yon could have wigh'd that I b&d tnarried you ; 
If you will swear so yet, I II make away 
The king. 

Le». You are i 

Back. Nay I a 
For all your ndlingB : tbep will batter walla 
And take id towns as soon as trouble me : 
Tell him ; I care not ; I shall undo you only. 
Which is no matter. 

Leu, I appeal to yon. 
Still, and tor ever, tbat are and cannot be other. — 
Madam, I see 'tis in your power 
To work your will on him : and I deure joa 
To lay what trains you will tor m; wUb'd death. 
But suffer him to Rnd his quiet grave 
In peace ; alae he never did yoo wrong ; 
And farther I beseech you pardon me 
For the ill word I gave yoo, for however 
You nuiy deserve, it became not me 
To call you so, but passion urges me [me er 

I know not whither ; my hesft breaJi now, and ei 



THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDE8S. 
Bv Jdhh FbncHBs. 

CujRin, a ShephodM, watching Ay On Brmc of An- £»<i', U 

CS^rr. Hail holy earth, whose cold arms do embrace 
The truest man ttiat ever fed his flocks 
By the &t plains of fruitful Tbeasaly. 
Thus I salnte thy grave, thus do I pay 

......Cuugk' 



SHEPHERDESS. 1 

My earlj towb, and tribnte of mine ejes, 

To tby still loved tuben ; thus I free 

MvBeu from &11 enauiog bests and fires 

Oflove: all Bpertfl, delightfl, and ^ly g3UDM, 

That shepherds hold full dear, tbog put I off. 

Now no more shall these smwtli browB be begirt 

With joothful coronals, and lead tiie dance. 

No more the compiuiy of fresh fair maida 

And wanton Bhepberds be to me deligtatful : 

Nor the Hhrill pleasing sound of mercy pipes 

Under some shbdy dell, when the cool wind 

Plays on the leaves : all he far away. 

Since thou art far away, by whose dear side 

How often have I sate crown'd with fresh flowers 

For summer's queen, whilst every shepherd's hoy 

Pots on bis lusty green, witb gaudy hoolf, 

And hanging script of finest cordevan. 

But thou art gone, and these are gone with thee. 

And all are dead but thy dear memory : 

ThiU shall ont-Uve thee, and shall ever spring. 

Whilst there are pipes, or jolly shepherd^ ^Dg. 

And here will 1 in honour of ^y love. 

Dwell by thy grave, forgetting ^1 those joys 

That former times made precious to mine eyes, 

Ooly rememb'^ng what my youth did gain 

In the dark hidden virtuous use of herbs. 

That will I practice, and as freely give 

All my endeavours, as I gain'd tbem free. 

Of all green wounds I know the remedies 

In men or cattle, be they slung with snakes. 

Or ebomi'd with powerful words of wicked art ; 

Or be they love-sick, or through too much heat 

G-rown wild, or lucatic ; their eyes, or ears, 

Thick'ced with misty film of dulling rhenm ; 

These I can cure, such secret virtue lies 

In herbs applied by a virgin's hand. 

My meat shall be what these wild woods afford, 

Berries and chestnuts, plantains, on whose cheeks 

The sun ails smiling, and the lofty fruit 

PuU'd from the fair head of ^e straight-grown pine. 



THE FAITHFUL SHEPHERDESS. 



Satyr, ThoroDghfoD eame bending plaii 
That flings his nnos down to the main, 
And throngh thesethick wooda have I rue 
Whose bottom Dever kiat the bud. 
Sance the luatf apring began, 
Alt to please my maater Fan, 
Have I trotted wlchont reat 
To get hhn froit ; for at a feast 
He entertains this coming night 
His paramour the SjriDX bnght : 
But behold a f^rer sight ! 
By that heavenly form of thine, 
Brightest fair, thou art divine, 
Sprung from great immortal race 
Of the gods, for in thy face 
Shines more awful majesty. 
Than dull veak roortalitv 
Dare with misty eyes behold, 
And live : therefore on this mold 
Lowly do I bend my Imee 
In worship of thy deity. 
Deign it, goddess, from my hand 
To receive whate'erthis land 
From her fertile womb doth send 
Of her choice fruits ; and but lend 
Belief to that the Satyr tells. 
Fairer by the famous wells 
To this present day ne'er grew. 
Never better, nor more true. 
Here be grapea whose lusty blood 
la the learned poef a good. 



Than the Bquirrels teeth that crack them, 
Deign, fairest fair, to take them i 
For these, black-eyed Driope 
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With my claq)ed knee to climb. 

See how well the lusty time 

Hatb deckt their risiiig cheeks in red, 

Such aa OD your lips is spread. 

Here be berries for a qaeen. 

Some be red, some be green. 

These are of that luxnous meat 

The great god Pan tiimeelf doth eat : 

Ail tilese, and what tbe woods eon yield, 

The baoging mouotaia, or the Betd, 

I freely offer, and ere long 

Will bring you more, more sweet and strong ; 

Till when, humbly leave I tolie. 

Lest the great Fan do awake, 

That sleeping lies in a deep glade. 

Under a bniad beechee shade. 

I must go, I must run, 

Swiftec than tbe fiery son. [Exit. 

<3aF. And all my fears go with thee. 
What greatness, or what private hidden power, 
Is there iu me t« draw eubmisaion 
From (his rude man and beast t sare I am mortal ; 
The daughter of a shepherd ; he was mortal. 
And she that bore me mortal ; prick my hand 
And it will bleed ; a fever shikee me, aod 
The self same wind that makes the young lambs shiiok. 
Makes me a-cold : my fear says I am mortal : 
Yet I have heard (my mother told it me) 
And now I do believe it, if I keep 
My virgin flower uncropt, pure, chaat«, and fur ; 
No goblin, wood-god, fairy, elf, or fiend. 
Satyr, or other power that hannts the groves, 
Shall hort my body, or by vain illusion 
Draw me to wander after idle fires, 
Or voices calling me in dead of night 
To make me follow, and so tole me on 
Through mire, and standing pools, to find my min. 
£lBe why should this rough thing, who never knew 
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In dut great name of Virgin, that binds fast 
All rude undTil bloods, sU appetites 
That break their coafines. Then, strong Chastity, 
Be thou ray strongest guard ; tor here I'll dwell 
In opposition agunst fate and hell. 

Peri. Stay, gentle Amoret, thou fair-brow'd maid, 
Thf Bhepherd prays thee Stay, tbatbotds thee dear, 
Equal with his saul'i good. 

Amo. Speak, I give 
Thee freedom, shepherd, and thy tongue be still 
The same it ever was, as free from il^ 
Ae he whose conversation never knew 
The court or city, be thou ever true. 

Peri, When I fall off from my afTection, 
Or mingle my cleoD thoughts with ill deares. 
First let our great Qod cease to keep my Bocks, 
That being left alone without a guard. 
The wolf, or winter's rage, summer's great beat. 
And want of water, rots, or what to us 
Of ill is yet unknown, full speedily. 
And in their general ruin, let me feeL 

Amo. I pray thee, gentle shepherd, wish not so : 
I do believe thee, 'tis ae hard for me 
To think thee false, and harder than for thee 
To bold me fonl. 

Peri, O you are fairer far 
Than the chaste blushing aioro, or that (air star 
That guides the wand'ring sea-men through the deep, 
Straignter than straightest pine upon tbe st«ep 
Head of an aged moontain, and more white 
Than the new milk we strip before day-light 
From the full-freighted bags of our fair Socks. 
Your bur more beauteous than those hanging toctiB 
Of young Apollo. 

Amo. Shepherd, be not lost, 
V are sul'd too far already liW the coast 
Of our discourse. 



.,C.K>yk 



THB faithfd: 

Those nuny pBttians, tows, and holy oaths, 
I 'to sent to heaven 1 did yan not give your hand. 
Even that (air hand, in hoBtage I Do not Uien 
Give back a^ain chose Bweela to other meo. 
You youTBelf Tow'd were mine. 

Amo. Shepherd, m far w miideD'a modesty 
May give assurance, I am once more thine. 
Once more I giie my bimd ; be ever tree 
From thftt great foe to faith, foal jealousy. 

Peri. I take it as my beat good ; and desire. 
For BtroDger confirmation of our love. 
To meet this happy night in that fairgrore, 
Where all true shepherds have rewarded been 
For their long aervice. Say, sweet, shall it hold t 

Amo. Dear friend, you must not blame me if I mak 
A doubt of what the silent night may do — 
Muds mnst be fearful. 

Peri. O do not wrong my honest simple truth. 
Myself and my affections are as pure 
As those chaste flames that bum before the shrine 
Of the great Dian : only my intent 
To draw you thither, was to plight oar troths, 
With interchange of mataal chaste embraces, 
And ceremonious tying of ourselves. 
For U> that holy wood ts cousecrats 
A Virtuous Well, about whose fiowery banks 
The nimble-footed fairies dance their roanda 
By the pale moon-shine, dipping oftentimes 
Their stolen children, so to make them Iree 
From dying flesh, and dull morlahty. 
By this fur fornit hath many a shepherd sworn 
And given away his freedom, many a troth 
Been plight, which neither enyy nor old time 
Could ever break, with many a chaste kiss given 
Id hope of coming happiness : by this 
Fresh fonutain many a blushing maid 
Hath crown'd the head of her long loved shepherd 
With gaudy flowers, whilst he happy sung 
Lays of his love and dear captivity. 
There grow all herbs fit to cool looser flames 
Our sensuAl parts provoke ; chiding our bloods, 
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And quenching by their power tbose hidden Bpu-ks 
That else would break oat, uid provoke our sense 
To open fires — so virtnaus is that place. 
Then, gentle shepherdess, believe and grant ; 
Id troth it fits not with th&t face to scant, 
Your faithful shopherd of those chaste desires 
He ever »m'd at. [night 

Amo. Thou hast prevail'd ; fareitell ; this coming 
Shall crown thy chaste hopes with long wiril'd delight. — 

Tbbhot, admirinff Me conilaiKH of Glomh IP Acr daid iavtr, 

rfiteU On mil e/CuiB. 

Clae. Shepherd, I pray thee stn;, where hast thoa 

Or whither go'st thou 1 Here be woods as green 
Ab any, air liliewiae as fresh and aweet, 
Ah where smooth Zephyms plays on the fleet 
Face of the curled streamB, with flowers as many 
As the young spring gives, and as choice as any. 
Here be all new delights, cool streams and wells. 
Arbours o'ergrown with woodbines, caves and dells, 
Choose where thou wilt, whilst I sit by and sing. 
Or gather rushea to make many a ring 
For thy long fingers { tell thee tales of love. 
How the pole Phoebe, hunting in a grave. 
First saw the hoy Elndymion, from whose eyes 
She took eternal fire that never dies ; 

vey'd him softly in a sleep, 



Gilding the mountains with her brother'a light. 
To kiss her sweetest. 

The. Far from rae ore these 
Hot flashes, bred from wanton heat and ease. 
I iiave forgot what love and loving meant ; 
Bhunes, songs, and merry rounds, that oft ai 
To the soft ears of maids, are strange to me \ 
Only I hve to admire a chastity. 
That neither plea^ng age, nmooth tongne, or 
Couid ever break upon, so pure a mold 
Is that her mind was cast u ; 'tis (o ber 
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I only am reBory'd ; she ig my form I atir 
By, breathe and move, 'tia she vid only she 
Can make me happy, or give me misery. 

Cloe. Good shepherd, may a Btranger rasre to know 
To whom this dear obnrrance you da one 1 

Tke, You may, and by her virtue learn to aqnare 
And level out your life ; for to be fair 
And nothing vlrtiioDH, only fita the eye 
Of gaudy youth and awelling vanity. 
Then know, she 'e call'd the Virgin of the Grove, 
She that hath long once buried her cboate love, 
Aod now lives by his nave, for whose dear SMil 
She hath low'd berseff into the holy roU 
Of Btrict virginity ; 'tia her I so admire. 
Not aoy looser bloiMi, or new desre. 

Thinot Isvts Cuiniii pit /cari U gain Mi mil, 

Clor. Shepherd, bow cam'st thou hither to this place t 
Mo way is trodden ; all (he verdant grass 
The spring shot up, stands yet unbruised here 
Of any foot, only the dappled deer 
Far from the feared sound of crooked horn 
Dwells in this fastness. 

lite. Chaster than the mom, 
I have not wand'red, or by strong illusion 
Into this virtuous place have made intmaion : 
But hither am 1 come (believe me, fair,) 
To seek you out, of whose great good the air 
la full, and strongly labours, whilst the sound 
Breaks against heaven, and drives into a stound 
The amazed shepherd, that such virtue can 
Be resident in lesser than a man. 

Clor. If any art I have, or hidden skill, 
May cure thee of disease, or festered ill, 
Whose grief or greenness to another's eye 
May eeem unpoesible of remedy, 
I dare yet undertake it. 

The. 'TisDopain 
I suffer throngh disease, no beating vein 
Conveys infection dangerous to the heart, 
No part impoMhntned, to be cured by art, 
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This body holds, and yet a feller grief 
Than ever skilful hand did give rehef 
Dwells on my soul, and may be heal'd by you. 
Fair beauCeoua vii^n. 

Clor. Then, shepherd, let me sae 
To know thy grief ; that man yet never knew 
The vay to health, that durst not shew hia sore. 

Tlu. Then, faireBt, know I love yon. 

Clor. Swain, no more. 
Thou haBt abused the Htrictness of thi» pkuse, 
And offer'd sacrilegious foul disgrace 
To the sweet rest of these interred bones ; 
For fear of whose ascending, fly at once, 
Thou and thy idle passions, that the sight 
Of death and speedy vengeance may not fright 
Thy very soul with horror. 

The. Let me uot 
(Thou all perfection) merit such a blot 
For my true zealous faith, 

Clor. Dareat ttou abide 
To see tbia boly earth at once divide 
And give her body up I for sure it will. 
If thou pursu'st with wanton flames to All 
This ballow'd place ; therefore repent and go. 
Whilst I with praise appease his ghost below ; 
That else would tell thee, what it wei« to be 
A rival in that virtuous love that he 
Embraces yet. 

The. 'Tia not the white or red 
Inhabits in your cheek, that tliua can wed 
My mind to adoration ; nor your eye, 
Though it be full and fair, your forehead high, 
And smooth as Petops' shoulder : not the smile. 
Lies watching in those dimples to beguile 
The easy soul ; your hands and fingers long 
With veins enaraei'd richly ; nor your tongue, 
Thougb it spoke sweeter than Arion's harp ; 
Your hair, wove into many a curious warp. 
Able in endless error to enfold 
The wand'ring soul ; nor the tme perfect mold 
Of all your body, which as pure doth shew 
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Id mtuden wbileaeea as the Alpsian enow : 
All tbese, were but f Qur coQHtancy &way, 
Would plesse me less than a black Btormy day 
The wretched seaman toiling through the deep. 
But whilst this honour'd stnctaess you dare lieepi 
Though all (he p]ag;uea that e'er iM^otleii were 
In the great womb of air, were oetued hero, 
In oppodtion, I would, like the tree, 
Sbake olT those drops of weakness, and be free. 
Even in the arm of danger, 

Clor. Wouldst tbou have 
Me raise asaio (fond man) froia silent grave. 
Those sparks that long ago were buried here 
With mj dead friend's cold ashes I 

The. Dearest dear, 
I dare not ask it, nor yon must not grant. 
Stand Btrongly to your low, and do not faint. 
Kemember how he lov'd ;e ; and be still 
The same, opinion speaks ye i let not will. 
And that great god of women, appetite. 
Set up youi blood again ; do not invite 
Deeire and Fancy from their long exile. 
To set them once mare in a pleasing smile- 
Be Uke a rock made firmly up 'gtunst all 
The power of angry heaven, or the strong fall 
Of Neptune's battery ; if ye yield, I die 
To all aETection : 'tis that loyalty, 
Ye tie unto this grave, I so admire ; 
And yet there 's something else I wonld desire 
If TDU would bear me, but withal deny. 
O Pan, what an uncertain destiny 
Hangs over all my hopes 1 I will retire, 
For if I longer stay, Uiis double fire 
Will lick my life up, 

Clor. The gods give quick release 
And happy cure unto thy hard disease. 

I^ OoD 4/ tie RiviB riHi uilA AuaBET in ftlj ami, uAcin tm 

(uUm Bbepherd AujItiRf weunded into hit iprins-. 

River Ood. What powerful charms my streams do 

Back again onto their spring [bring 
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With SQch force, that I tfaeir god. 

Three timea Btriliiiig with my rod, 

Conld not keep them in th^ nmka 1 

Hy fishes shoot into the bonks. 

There 's not ooe that stays sod feeds. 

All have hid them in the weeds. 

Here 's a mortal almost dead 

Pal'n into my rirer head, 

Hollow'd BO with DUiity a spell. 

That till now noDB ever fell. 

'Tis a female young and clear, 

Cast in by some ravisher. 

See upon her breast a wound. 

On which there is no pUisler boond. 

Yet she 's warm, her pulses beat, 

Tis a. sign of life and heat. 

If thou be'st a virgin pore, 

I aim give a present cure. 

Take a drop into thy wound 

From my wMry locks, more roond 

Than orient pearl, and far more pare 

Than unchaste flesh may endure. 

See she pants, and from her flesh 

The warm bkKid gusheth out atwsh. 

She is BD aopolluted maid ; , 

I must hare this bleeding staid. 

From my banks I pluck this flower 

With holy hand, whose virtuous power 

Is at once to heal and draw. 

The blood retoms. I never saw 

A fairer mortal. Now dotii break 

Her deadly slumher. Virgin, speak. [bn 

Amo. Who hath reator^ my sense, given me 
And brought me back out of the arms of death I 

Bivtr Qid. I have heal'd thy wounds. 

Amo. Ah me J 

JKwr Qod. Fear not him that Bncoonr'd thee. 
I am this fountain's god ; below 
My waters to a river grow. 
And 'twixt two bonks with ouera ae^ 
That only prosper in the wet, 
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Throng the mendowi do they glid^ 

Wheeling atOl on every side, 

Sometimea wiDdiog roond aboat. 

To and the evanest channel out ; 

And if thoa wilt go vith me, 

Leaving mortal company, 

In the oool streamB ahalt thou lie. 

Free &om barm ai well an I. 

I will give thee for thy food. 

No fish th«t uaeUi in ike mud. 

But trout and pike that loTe to awim 

Where the gmvel from the brim 

Through the pure MreamB maj be aeen. 

Oiient pearl ftt for a queea, 

Will I dTe thy love to win. 

And a uiell to keep Ibem in. 

Not a fieh in all m; brook 

That diall disobey Ihj lool^ 

But when thoa wilt, come elidiDg by, 

And from thy white hand take a fly. 

And to make thee nnderaUnd, 

How I can my waves cammand, 

Tbey ahail bubble whilst I sing 

Sweeter than the ntver spring. 



Amo. Immortal power, that mleat this holy flood ; 
I know myself unworthy to be woo'd 
By thee, a god : for ere this, but for thee, 
I should have shown my weak mortality. 
BesideB, by holy oath betwixt us twain, 
I am betiotlrd nnto a shepherd swain. 
Whose comely tac^ 1 know, the gods above 
H» make me leave to see, but not to love. 

After Ood. Way he prove lo (hee as true. — 
Funst virgin, now ftdien. 



.uglc 
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I must maka m; w&tets B;, 

Lest the; leave their chuinelfl diy. 

And beasts that come unto (he spring 

Miss their moroiag'B watering : 

Which I would not, for of Ute 

All (he neighbouc people sate 

Oo my banks, and from the fold 

Two white Umbs of three weeks Old 

OB'er'd to my deity : 

For wMoh this year tbey shall be free 

from raging floods, that as they pass 

Leave their gravel in the grass : 

Nor shall tbmr meads be overflown, 

When their grass is newly mown. 

Amo. For thy kindnefls la me showo, 
Never from thy beaks be blown 
Any tree, with windy force. 
Cross thy streams to stop thy coone ; 
May no beast that comes to drink. 
With his boms csst down tby brink ) 
May none that for thy liah do look, 
Cot thy banks to damm thy brook : 
Bore-foot may no neighbour wade 
In thy cool streams, wife nor maid, 
When the spawn on stones do lie, 
To wash their hemp, and spoil the frf. 

SiviT 6od. Thaiis, virgin, I must down again, 
Thy wound will put thee to no pain : 
Wonder not so soon 'tis gone ; 
A holy hand was laid upon. 



[If sU ttw partt of ttili Flsj ha 

noemt mna, ud nredt lyilc In 

fltlDilewlttiCBmniDTtlia Arcadia, to hsn Iwm pot IdIo the 
lisadi of boji mud TliglDi, to baw nude ai«tt«r lor young dnami, 
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Pha. Hul, conqaeror and bead of all the world, 
Nov this head's off. 

(Ml. Hal 

Pho. Do DotsbuQ me, Ceeear. 
From kingl)' Ptolomy I briae tbis preeeot. 
The crown and sweat of tby Phargalian labour ; 
The goal and mark of high ambitinuB bonour. 
Before, thj victory had no name, Ciesar ; 
Thy travail uid thy Iobb of blood no reeompence ; 
Thou dream'dBt of beme; worthy and of war ; 
And all thy furious conflicts were but slumbers ; 
Here they take life, here they inherit honour. 
Grow fix'd and shoot up eveclaatiDg triumphs. 
Take it and look upon thy homble servant 
With noble eyes look on the princely Ptolomy, 
That offers with this head, most mighty Ceeear, 
What tbou wonld'at once have given for 't, all Egypt. 

Adi. Nor do not question it, moat royal conqueror. 
Nor disesteem the benefit that meets the^ 
Because 'da easily got, it comes the safer. 
Yet let me tell thee, most imperious Cnsar, 
Though he «)po8'd no itrength of swords to wia this. 
Nor Ubour'd through no sboweis of darts and lances, 
Yet here he found a fort that faced him strongly, 
An inward war : He was his grandsire's guest, 
Friend to his father, and when he was expell'd 
And beaten from this kingdom by strong hand, 
And had none left him to rMlore his honour. 
No hope to find a Mood in mieh a misery ; 
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Then in atept Pompt?, took his feeble fortnne, 
StreDgUien'd and chemh'd it, and set it right tgtia. 
This was a loTe to CKsar I 

Sx. Give me hate, gods. 

Fko. Tbia Cnsar may aeconnt H little wicked ; 
Bat yet remember, if thine own hands, conqueror, 
Had bll'n npoQ him, what it had been ^en ; 
If thine awn sword hod tooch'd hia throat, wh»t that 
He WBB thy son-ia-law, there to be tainted [way ; 

Had been most terrible : let the worst be render'd, 
We have deserv'd for keeping thy handa innoceat 

Cai. O Sceva, Sceva, see that head ; nee, captains, 
The head of goi^ike Pompey. 

See. He wss basel; niin'd, 
But let the gods be grier'd that suffer'd it. 
And be you Ctesar. 

Ccet, Oh thoQ conqnecor, 
Thou glory of the wrald once, now the pity. 
Thou awe of nations, wherefore didst thou fall dius I 
What poor bte fotlow'd thee and pluck'd thee on 
To trust thy sacred life to ao Egyptian ; 
The life and light of Rome to a blind stranger. 
That hoDoorable war ne'er taught a nobleness, 
Nor worthy circumstance sbew'd what a inau was ; 
That never heard thy name sung but in banquets 
And loose lascivious pleasures ; to a boy, 
That had no faith to comprehend thy greatness. 
No study of thy life to know thy goodness ; 
And leave thy nation. Day, thy noble friend. 
Leave him distrusted, that in tears foUs wiUi thee. 
In soft relenting tears t Hear me, great Pompey, 
If thy great spirit can hear, I must task thee : 
Thou 'st most unnobty robb'd me of my victory. 
My love and mercy. 

Ant. O how brave these tears shew 1 
How eioellent is Borrow in an enemy 1 

Dot Glory appears not greater than this goodness. 

Ccei. Egyptians, dare you think ^ur high pyramids^ 
Built to ont-dure the sun oh you euppose. 
Where your unworthy kiugs lie rak d in ashes, 
. 'ifltforhijnl No, brood ot Nilus, 



THE FALBB ONB. 3a 

Nothing ean oover hia high fame bal hMveD, 

No pynunidB set off his memorieB 

But ibe eternal sobBtance of hia greataeaa : 

To which I leave hiro. Take the head away, 

And with the hody give it noble buriaL 

Your earth ahall now be hless'd to hold a Roman, 

Whose hraveriea all the world's earth cannot balance — 

Yon look now, king. 

And you that have been agents in this glory. 

For OUT especial favour I 

Ptol. We desire it. 

C(a. And doubtlesa yon expect rewards t — 
I forgive you all i that 's recompence. 
Yen are young and ignorant; that pleads your pardon; 
And fear, it may be, more thiiQ hate provok'd ye. 
Your minlBtere 1 must think wanted judgmenl. 
And so they err'd ; I am bountiful to think this, 
Believe me, most bountiful ; be you most thankful. 
That boanty share amongst ye ; if I knew 
What to send yon for a present, king of Egypt, 
I mean, a head of equal repntation. 
And that you lov'^ though it were yonr brighleat 

(But her you hate) 1 would not be behind ye. 

Ptol. Hear me, great Cnsar. 

Qra. 1 haie heard too much : 
And study not with smooth shows to invade 
My noble mind as you have done my conquest. 
Ye are poor and open : I must tell ye roundly. 
That man that could not recompence the beneAla, 
The great and bounteous servioes of Pompey, 
Can never doat upon the name of Cceaar. 
Though I 

Had haled Pompey, and allow'd his ruin, 
Hasty to please in blood are seldom tnurty : 
And but I stand environ'd with my vieioriee, - 
My (ortnne never fiuling to befriend me, 
My noble strengths and fnende about my petaon, 
I durst not try ye, nor expect a courtesy 
Above the pious love you shew'd to Pompey. 
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YoQ 've fcQDd me merciful in areuiog with 700 ; 
Sworda, bongmea, fires, deBtractioiW of all natm^es, 
Demolishmenta of kingdoms, and whole ruins, 



it to be my orators. Tom tc 
stched aad do 



You wretched aad poor seeds of sun-burnt Egypt : 
And DOW you 're found the nature of a conqueror. 
That you cannot decline with all your flstteries, 
That where the day gives light will be himself etill, 
Kuow how to meet his wor& with human courteaies. 
Go, uid embalm the bones of that great soldier ; 
Howl roimd about his pile, fliog on your spices, 
Make a Sabaaan bed, and place this Fhcenuc 
Where the hot Bun may emulate his Tirtues, 
And draw another Pompey from hia aahea 
Divinely great, and Sx him 'mongst the worthies. 

Ptol. We will do all. 

Cai, You 've robb'd him of those tears 
His kindred and his friends kept sacred for him. 
The virgins of their funeral Umentationa ; 
And that kind earth that thought to cover him. 
His country's earth, will cry out 'gainst your cruelty, 
And weep onto the ocean for revenge. 
Till MiluB raise his BevCD heads and devour ye. 
My grief has stopt the refit : when Pompey lived, 
He used you nobly ; now he is dead, use liini so. 
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Will keep 'ob ^h*^ '<>■' ever. No, Mark-uitoDio, 
After thy sentence I may bear no more. 
Thou haat proDooac'd me iJead. 

Phi. Appeal to reason ; 
She will reprieTe you from the power of grief. 
Which rules but in her abaence ; bear me say 
A sovereign message from her, which in duty, 
And love to your own aafety, you ought hear. 
Why do yon strive so ! whither would you fly I 
Yon csDnot wrest yonrself away from care. 
Yon may &Dm counsel ; yon may shift your place, 
Bat not your person ; and another clime 
Makes you no other. 

Leo. Oh I 

PM. For passion's sake, 
(Which I do serve, honour, aud love in yon) 
If you will ngh, sigh here ; if you would vary 
A sigh to tears, or out-cry, do it here. 
No sliade, no desart, darkness, nor the grave, 
Shall be more equal to your thoughts than I. 
Only but hear me speak. 

Leo. What would you say 1 

Phi. That which shall nuse your heart, or pD 
dowa mine, 
Quiet your pasuon, or provoke mine own : 
We moat have both one balsam, or one wound. 
For know, lov'd fair, 
I have read you through. 
And with a woad'ring pity look'd on you. 
I have observ'd the method of your blood. 
And Wfdted on it even with sympathy 
or a like red and paleness in mine own. 
I knew which blush was auger's, which was love's, 
Which was the eye of sorrow, which of truth, 
And could distinguish honour from disdain 
In every change : and jou are worth my study. 
I saw your voluntary misery 
Sostain'd in travel ; a disguised maid. 
Wearied with seeking, and with finding lost. 
Neglected where you hoped moat, or put by ; 
I saw it, and have lud it to wy heart. 
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And thougli it were my aisCer which was righted, 
Yet being by your nroDg, I pot off nature. 
Could not be glad, where I moat bound to triumph : 
My care for you bo drown'd roapoet of her. 
Nor did I only apprehend your bonds, 
But studied your release : and for that day 
Have I made up a raDsom, brought you a health, 
Preaerrative 'gainst chance or injury, 
Please you apply it to the grief ; nif/aelf. 

Leo. Ah! 

Phi. May, do not think me less than SQch a cure ; 
Antonio was not, and 'ds possible 
Philippe may succeed. My blood and house 
Are as deep rooted, and as &irly spread, 
As Mark.anlonio's ; and in that, all seek, 
Foctuae hath giv'n him do precedency ; 
As far OUT thanks to Nature, I may bum 
Incense as much as he ; I ever durst 
Walk with Autonio by the self-same light 
At any feast, or triumph, and ne'er oared 
Which side my lady or her woman look 
Id their survey ; I durst have told my tale too. 
Though his discourse new ended, 

Leo. My repulse 

Phi, LetDotthattortureyonwhich makes mehapp 
Nor think that conscioDce, fair, which is do shame ; 
'Twas DO repulse, it was your dowry rather : 
For then methought a thousand graces met 
To make you lovely, and ten thousand stories 
Of constant virtue, which yon then out-reacb'd. 
In one example did proclaim you rich : 
Nor do I think you wretched or diagracod 
After this sufTering, and do therefore take 
Advantage of your need ; but rather know. 
You ace the charge and buBineaa of those powers. 
Who, like beet tutors, do inSict hard tasks 
Upoo great natures, and of noblest hopes ; 
Read trivial lessons and half.lines to etugs ; 
They that live long, and never feel mischance. 
Spend more than half their age in igaorance. 

Lto. 'Tis well you think so. 
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fihi. Yon »Ji(J! think w too, 
Yoa abnlt, sweet Leoeadut, and do «o. 

Leo. Good si, no more ; you have loo f^ a sbnpe 
To play BO foul a part in, aa the Tempter. 
Say that I conld make peace with fortune ; who. 
Who should absolve me of mjr vow yet ; ha 1 
My contract made t 

PM. Your Goutraot ! 

Zeo. Yes, my contract. 
Am 1 not hiB 1 hia wife 1 

Phi, Sweet, nothing less. 

Leo. 1 have no name then. 

Phi. Truly then you have not. 
How can yon bo bis wife, who was before 
Another's husband t 

Leo. Oh l though he dispense 
With his fvth given, I cannot with mine. 

Phi. You do mistake, clear soul ; his precontract 
Doth annul yours, and you have giv'n no faith 
That ties you, in religion, or humanity : 
You rather sin against that greater precept. 
To covet what 's another's ; sweet, you do. 
Believe me, who dare not urge dishonest things. 
Remove that scruple therefore, and but take 
Your dangers now into jour judgment's scale. 
And weigh them with yoor safeties. Think but whither 
Now yon can go ; what you can do to live : 
How nesr yon have barr'd all porls to y onr own succour. 
Except this one that I here open, love. 
Shoofd yon be left alone, you were a prey 
To the wild lust of any, who would look 
Upon this shape like a temptation. 
And think you want the man you personate ( 
Would not regard this shif^ which love put on, 
As virtue foro'd, but covet it like vice : 
So should you Uve the slander of each sex. 
And be the child of error and of shame ; 
And which is worse, even Mark-antonio 
Would be oall'd jnst, to turn a wanderer off. 
And Bune report you worthy his contempt : 
Where, if yon m^te new choice, and settle liere, 

..,..„Ca.,slc 
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There ie no farther tumult in this flood, 

Each oorrent keepi his eonrae, and all BOBpiciona 

Shall return hoQaurs. Came you forth a mud t 

Go home a wife. Alone, and in disguise 1 

Go home a vuted Leocadia. 

Go home, and, by the virtue of that charm, 

Transforin all misehieh aa you are transform'd. 

Turn your offended &ther'B wratfa to vonder, 

And Bill his loud grief to a tileot welcome ; 

Unfold the nddles you have made. — What say you ) 

Now is the time ; delay is but despur ; 

ic — 1 — 1 .1 ' - ■ - tJBg Jell me Bd, 

I rather Feel than know. 



wblch we mafiuppoee HuilagsrtoliATe proBlsd b;tb*>tud]ttaig.] 



BoHPDC*, Iki Brittah ftnesn, taking oaatim flrem a Dtfiat tif 

BOHDDCA, Caumcb, Hihuo. Ninnicb, BoldisTB. 
Bon,. The hardy Romans ! ye gods of Britain, 
The rust of arms, the bloBbing shame of soldiers t 
Are these the men that conquer by inheritance 1 
The fortune-mabera ) these the Julians, 
That with the snn measure the end of Nature, 
Making the world but one Rome and one Ctesar t 
Shame, how they ttee I Ceesar's seft soul dwells in them ; 
Their mothers gat them sleeping, pleasure nnrat them. 
Their bodies sweat with sweet oilfl, love's allurements. 
Not Inaty arms. Dare they send these to seek as, 
These Roman girls t la Britain grown so wanton 1 
Twice we have beat them, Nenniua, scattered them, 
And throngh their big-boned Gemums, on whose [^es 
The honour of their actions wt in triumph. 
Hade themes for songs to shame them : and a woumd. 



A wonuw 1>ea( them, NeanioB ; a weik woman, 
A wonun bMt Ukw Romans. 

Car. So it seenia. A man would shame to tal 

Bon. Who 'b that I 

Cdr. I. 

Son. ConBin, do yon giioTO at my fortanea t 

Car. No, Bonduo*, 
ir 1 grieve, 'tis at the beunng of your fortunes ; 
" ' ' ' ind to your mil : " 

"0 the twins of hoi 
And Dure'd together, make a cooqueror ; 
Divided, but a talker. 'Tie a truth, 
That Rome has fled before oa twice, and ranted. 
A truth we ought to crawn the goda for, lady. 
And not our tODgaes. A truth, is aooe of oun. 
Nor in our ends, more than the noble bearing : 
For then it leaves to be a virtue, lady, 
And we that have been victors, heat ourselves. 
When we insult upon our honour's subject. 

Bon. My valiant coosin, is it foul to say 
What liberty and honour bid ua do. 
And what the gods allow us t 

Car, No, Bonduco, 
So what wa say exceed not what we do.' 
Ye call the Roiuaue fearful, fleeing Romans, 
And Roman girts, the leee of tainted pleasures : 
Does this become a doer ! are they such I 

Bon. They are do more. 

Oar, Where is your conquest then 1 
Why are your altars crown'd with wreaths of flowers. 
The beasts with gilt horns waiting for the fire I 
The holy Druids composing Bonga 
Of everlasting life to Victory 1 
Why are these triumphs, lady t for a may-game I 
For hunting a poor herd of wretched Romans 1 
Is it no more I shut up your temples, Britons, 
And let the hnabandman redeem his heifen ; 
Put out our holy fires ; no timbrel ring ; 
Let's home and sleep ; for such ^reat overthrows 
A candle boms too bright a sacniice ; 
A glow-worm's toil too fall of flame. O Nennina, 
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Thon badfit » noble uncle koew a Rom&n, 

And how to speak to him, han to give him weight 
In both hia fortuDse. 

Bim. By the gods, I think 
Ye doat upon these RomanB, Caratach. [given. 

Car. Witnem these wounds, I do ; they were fairly 
I love &□ enemy, I was bom a soldier ; 
And he that in the bead of 's troop defies me. 
Bending my manly body with his sword, 
I make a mistress. Yellow-treSBed Hymen 
Ne'er tied a luQging virgin with more joy. 
Than 1 am married to tiiai man that wounds me : 
And are not all these Romans. Ten atrock battles 
I suck'd these honour'd scars from, and all Koman. 
Ten years of bitter nights and beavy marches. 
When many a frozen stflrm sung tluniigh my eniniSB, 
And made it doubtful whether that or I 
Were the more stubborn metal,haTe I wrought through. 
And all to try these Romans. Ten times a night 
I have Bwum the riven, when the stars of Rome 
Shot at me as I floated, and the hillowa 
Tumbled their watry ruins on my shoulders. 
Charging my batter'd sides with troops of agues, 
And still to try these Romans ; whom I found 
(And i[ I lie, my wounds be henceforth backward, 
And be yon witness, gods, and all my dangers) 
As ready, and as full of that I brought 
(Which wsB not fear nor flight) as valiant, 
As vigilant, as wise, to do and suffer. 
Ever advanc'd as forward as the Britons ; 
Their sleeps aa short, their hopes as high as ours. 
Aye, and as subtle. Lady. 'Tia dishonour. 
And follow'd will be impudence, Bonduca, 
And grow to no belief, to taint these Romans. 
Have I not seen the firiione — 

Ban. Wbsti 

Cor. Disheart'ned, 
Ron, run, Bonduca, not the quick rack swifter; 
The viivin From the haled ravisher 
Not half so fearfnl ', — not a flight drawn home, 
A roaad stone from a ^g, a lover's wish, 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 
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E'er made tlut h&ste that they bave. Bj he&Toiia, 

I hara seen these Britoni that you magnify. 
Run aa they woald have out-ruD time, and roaring, 
Baatily for mercj, roaring ; the light shadowe. 
That in a thought ecur o'er the fields of corn, 
Hatted on cml^bee to them. 

Son. O je powers. 
What geandab do I niffer I 

Car. Yee, Boaduca, 
I have Been thee ran too, and thee, NenniuB ; 
Yea run apace, both ; then when Penyua, 
The Roman ^1, out through yoar armed carta. 
And drove them headloag on ye down the hill : 
Then when he hnnled ye like Britain-fbueB, 
More by the aoent than eight ; then did I Bee 
These ^iant and approved men of Briton, 
Like boding owls, oreep into lodi of ivy, 
And hoot £eir fears to one another nightly. 

Nm. And what did you then, CaraUch ! 

Car. I fled too, 
Bat not BO fast ; your jewel had been lost then. 
Young Hengo there ; he traaht me, Nennins : 
For when your fears onl-rnn him, then slept I, 
And iu the head of all the Roman's fury 
Took him, and, with my tough belt t« my bach, 
I bockled him ; bebind him, my sure shield ; 
And then I foUow'd. If I say I fought 
Five times in bringing off this bud of Britain, 
I lie not, Nennioa. Neither had ye heard 
Me speak this, or ever seen the child more, 
Bat that the son of Virtne, Penyna, 
Seeing me steer through all these alorms of danger. 
My helm still in my hand (my aword), my prow 
Tum'd to my foe (my face), he cried out nobly, 
** Go Briton, bear thy lion^ whelp off safely ; 
" Thy manly sword haa raneom'd thee : grow strong, 
" And let me meet thee once again in arms : 
" Then if thou stand's!, thoa art mine." I took his 
And here I am to honour him. [offer, 



THE BLOODY BROTHER ; OR, ROLLO : 

tutor BA±Dwit*t/ur too fi-eetn rtproving liim/(ff hUerimei ; 
but i^flirvardi /iMtU tn tope wilh Editb, daughter to the 
man III hai ilain, Sticmakli a ihoin of ndiminjj hit Umt, 
andtnviXttMmloa^o.nriUit: hrrdeti^ being to train kirn 
tlttrt, IhM rJu mag kill him .- but otjenome bj/ httjlatteritt, 
anarealordUum>iUdremorii,iheMntiinliirrenlaliiin. 
Hoito. Editb. 
Soi. Wbat bright star, taking beauty's form apon 
In all the happy lustre of hesven'H glory, [her, 

Has dropt do\^n frem the aky to comfort me ? 
Wonder of Nalure, let it not profane thee 
My rude band touch thy beauty, nor this kias. 
The gentle sacrifice of love and service, 
Be affer'd bi Ibe honour of thy sweetness. 

Edi, My gracious lard, no deity dwells here, 
Mor nothing of that virtue but obedience ; 
The servant to your will affects no flattery. 
Jtol. Can it be flattery to swear those eyes 
Are Love's eternal lamps he fires all heiti'ts with : 
That tongue the smart string to his bow 1 those sighs 
The deadly shafts he sends into our souls ? 
Oh, look upon me with thy spring of beauty. 
Edi. Your grace is full of game. 
Rol. By heaven, my Edith, 
Thy mother fed on roses when she bred thee. 
The sweetneaa of the Arabian wind still blowing 
Upon the tceasurea of perfumes and spices, 
la all their pride and pleasures, call thee mistrees. 
Edi. Wil 't please you sit, sir I 
Hoi. So you please sit by me. 
Fair gentle maid, there ia no speaking to thee. 
The excellency that appears upon thee 
Ties up my tongue : pray speak to me. 

..,..„Cu.,3lc 
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Edi. Of what, urt 

Sol. or any thing, aay tbing is eicellepl. 
Will you take my directiong 1 spesk of love then ; 
Speak of thy fair self, Edith : and while thou apealc'st. 
Let me thus laogniahmg give up myself, wencb. 

Edi. H'aa a atrange cunning tongue. Why do yon 
Bigh, Bir I 
How masterly he turns himself to catch ne '. 

Jlol. The way to paradise, my gentle maid, 
la ha^ and crooked : scarce repentance Anding, 
With all her holy helps, the door to enter. 
Gire me thy hand, what dost thou feel ( 

Edi. Your tears, sir ; 
Fon weep extremely ; strengtheD me now, justice. 
Why are these sorrows, sir 1 

Sol. Thou 'It never love me. 
If 1 should tell thee ; yet there 's no way left 
Ever to purchase this blest paradise. 
Bat swimming thither in these tealB. 

Edi. I stagger. 

Sol. Are they not drops of hlood t 

Edi. No. 

Rol. They 're for blood then. 
For guiltless blood ; and they must drop, my Edith, 
They must thus drop, till I havedrown'd my mischiefs. 

£ii. If this be true, I have no strength to touch him. 

Sol. I prithee look upon me, turn not from me ; 
Alaa I do confess I 'm made of mischiefs. 
Begot with all man's miseries npon me ; 
Bat see my sorrows, maid, and do not tbou. 
Whose only sweetest SBcriRce is softness. 
Whose true condition, tenderness of nature 

Edi. My anger melts, oh, I shall lose my justice. 

Sol, Do not thoD learn to kill with Cruelly, 
As I have done, to murder with thine ey^, 
(Those blessed eyes) as I have done with malice. 
When thou hast wounded me to death with scorn. 
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Fnnae thee not : no time alioll tell thy griefs Uien, 
Nor Bhall an hour of joy add Ut thy bekutiee. 
Look not apon me u 1 kill'd thy bthu', 
Afl I wu •mear'd in blood, do not thou hate ma ; 
Bnt Ihua in vbiteueaa of my wuh'd repentance. 
In my heart's tears and truth of lore to Edith, 
In my bur life hereafter. 

Edi. He will fool me. 

Sol. Oh, with thine angel ejm behold and blees me 
On heaven we call foe mercy aitd obtain it. 
To justice for our rigbt on earth and have it. 
Of thea I beg for love, save me, and give it. 

Edi. Now, heaven, thy help, or 1 am gone for ever 
Hia longoe has tuzn'd me into melting pily. 



THIERRY AND THEODORET : 



(( /oretold by an A»- 
' In laeryici On Jlril 
Woman tAal Ac rAoU ■■«' at tun-rUi eomimff ovl nT tA« 
Templi iir Diana. Bt ttaiU tifiiri Hit TtmpU, and Mc 
JIrt Wima»*iitaprtva labliti otm WiftaiiDmi.ijL. 
Thiehit. Miarai., a NoUeman. 
. Jfart. Year grace is early ttirring. 

7%ur. How can he deep 
Whoae happinesa ia laid np in an hour 
He knows eomea atealing towards him I Oh Uartel t 
Is *t poeaibte the longing bride, whoae wishes 
Out-run her feara, can on that day she is married 
Consume in alumbera ; or his arms rust in ease, 
That heara the charge, and seea the hononr'd porchaBs 
Ready to gnild hia valoDr t Mine ia more, 
A power ftbove these passiooB ; this day Franoe, 
France, that in want of issue withers with us, 
And like an aged river, nma hia head 
Into forgotten ways, again I raoaom. 
And hia fur course turn ri^iL 
Man. Happy woman, that diee to do theae things. 



.ugk 
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Tkier, The Gods bave heard me now, BJid those tbat 

Mothers at nrntj children and blest fathers 
That see their iuue like the stus nnnumber'd. 
Their comfort more tb&n them, shall in my pniees 
Now teaoh their infiuits songs ; and tell their agee 
From such a son of mine, or each a qneeo, 
That chaste Ordella brings me. 

Atari. The da,y wears, 
And thoBe that haie been offering ew^y prajen, 
Are DOW retiring homeward. 

l%ieT. Stand and mark then. 

Jfart. Is it the flrst must aolbr I 

Zlwr. The first woman. 

Mart. What hand shall do it, sir t 

ITiUr. This hand, Hartel : 
For who less dare preeume to ^ve the gods 
An incense of this offering 1 

Jfarl. Would I were she, 
For such a way to die, and snoh a blessing, 
Can never crown my parting. 

OoDiLLA lema tuljivm the Temple aelltd. 

I^ter. Stand and behold her then. 

Mart. I think a bir oi 

lAier. More not whilst I pi 
like his whose innocence li 
■ id offe " ■ " 

far port 

You holy powars, no human spot direll in 
No lore of any tlung, but yon and goodness. 
Tie her to earth ; fear be a stranger to her. 
And all weak blood's affections, but thy hope, 
Let her bequeath to women : hear me, hearen, 
QiTe her a spirit masculine and noble, 
Fit for jourselTes to ask, and me to offer. 
let her meet my blow, doat on her death ; 
And aa a wanton vine bows to the pnmer, 
Tbat by bis cutting off more may increase, 
So let her fall to raiie me bnit. Hulw ' 



I prepare her : may her peace, 
B the gods are plea^d with. 
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The hippiest and the befit (if the dnll will 

Do not abuse thy rortuae) France e'er fomxl yet. 

Ordel. Sbe 's more than dull, air, kn and wone than 
That may inherit such an infinite [woman. 

As you propannd, a greatnees so near goodoeaa, 
And brines a will to rob her. 

Thier. TeU rae thia then, 
Wae there e'er woman yet, or may be found, 
That for &ir fame, uDSpotted memory, 
For virtue's sake, and only for its self salu^ 
Has, or dare make B story 1 

(Mfel. Many dead, wr, living I think as many, 

Tlatr. Say the kingdom 
May from a woman's will receive a blessing. 
The king and kingdom, not a private eafety ; 
A general blessing, lady. 

Ordd. A Eeneral cnrse 

Thier. FuS of honour ; 
And such examples as the former ages 
Were bat dim shadows of and empty figures. 

Ordel. ¥ou strangely etir me, sir, and were m; 
Id any other flesh bat modest woman's, [weokneei 
YoD should not ask more questions ; may I do it ! 

ThUr. You may, aod which is more, you must. 

Ordel. Ijoyint, 
Above a moderate gladness ; sir, you promise 
It shall be honest. 

Thier. Ah ever time discover'd. 

Ordd. Let it be what it may then, what it dare, 
I have a mind will hazard it. 

TKier. Bat bark ye, 
What may that woman merit, makes this blessing t 

Ordel. Only her duty, sir. 

Thier. 'Tis terrible. 

Ordtl. 'Tis so mucb the more noble. 

Tliier. 'Tis full of fearful shadows. 

Ordel. So is sleep, sir. 
Or any thing that 's merely oon and mortal ; 
We were begotten gods else : but tboss fsars, 

" '■ ' ' '*" fires of nobler thoughts, 

yi clouds we form, to uotfaing, 

.......Ca.,3lc 
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TJiier. Snppoae it death. 

Ordel. I do. 

l%ier. And endleas parting 
With all we can call ours, witb all oar oweetnees, 
With yonth, atrength, pleasure, people, time, nay 

Mo joyful timd of friends, no voice of loverB, 

No careful father's counsel, cothiag 'b heard. 

Nor nothing is, but all obllTion, 

Dust and an endlees daHciMBB : and dare you, woman, 

Deure this place I 

Ordtl. 'Tib of all ^eeps the Bweetcst ; 
Children begiD it to us, strong men seek it. 
And kings from height of all their painted glories 
Foil like spent eihalatianB to this centre : 
And those are fools that fear it, or imagine, 
. A few onhandsome pleaHnres, or life's Tirofits, 
Can recompence this place ; and mad Uiat stay it. 
Till age blow ont their lighW, or rotten hnmonts 
Bring them diepers'd to the earth. 

T/iKT. Then you can suffer I 

Ordel. As willingly as Bay it. 

Viier. Martel, a wonder ! 
Here is a woman that dares die. Yet teU me. 
Are you a wife t 

Ordd. I am, sir. 

TKur. And have children I She ughs and weeps. 

Ordd. O none, sir. 

I%ier. Dare you venture. 
For a poor barren praise you ne'er shall hear. 
To part with these sweet hopes I 

Ordtl. With all but heaven. 
And yet die full of children ; he that reads me 
When I am ashes, is my son in wishee : 
And those chaste damea that keep my memory. 
Singing my yearly requiems, are my daughters. 

2%ier, Then there is nothing wanting but my know- 
And what I must do, lady. [ledge, 

Ordd. You are the king, sir, 

* TbWB IB no worii, no davS«, Tior Iraowled^, nor niBdoio, in 
Itwgnn*, lAUhgclhongDsM. Ecdatatla. 
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kill fOD, 
Tbe gods hiTe will'd it so, Uiev Ve made the blesaing 
Must m&ke Frtiace yonag again, and me a nuut. 
Keep up joar strength atUi nobly, 

Ordtl. Fear me not. 

Thier. And meet death like a meatnre, 

Ordel. 1 am Btedfaat. 

Tkier. Thou sbalt b« Hwiiled, woman, and thy lomb 
Cut out in crjntal pore and good ae thou art ; 
And on it shall ba graven every age 
Succeeding peeiB of France that rise by tliy fall. 
Till thou liest there like old and fruitful Nature. 
Burest thou behold thy bappineas t 

Ordel. I dar«, air. 

CJ^UiiurAtrctU; \eltU/aaiiiss»ord. 

Thitr. Ha t 

Mar. 0, sir, yon muat not do it. 

Thier. No, I dare noL 
There is an ansel keeps that paradise, 
A fiery angel mend : O virtue, virtue, 
Ever and endless virtue. 

Ordd. Strike, sir, strike ; 
And if in my poor death &ir Frence may merit. 
Give me a uiousand blows, be killing me 
A thousand days. 

Hutr. First let the earth be barren, 
And man no more remember'd. Rise, Ordella, 
The nearest to thy Maker, and the purest 
That aver doll Besh ebeVd nsr-Oh ray heartstrings*. 
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»Ubt«i rOaUt W THinmY Ut maitTitr ff OutELU's dwl*. 

Ma/f. The grisT'd Ordella, (for all otber tiU«8 
But taks away from that) hariog from me, 
Prompled by your lost portrng groan, enquir'd 
What drew it from you, and the cause booq leum'd : 
For she whom barbiiriBm could deny nolhiag. 
With such prevailing earDBatnesa deeir'd it, 
'Twas not in me, thoagh it had been my death. 
To hide it from her ; she, I Bay, in whom 
All was, that Athens, Bome, or warlike Sparta, 
Have renater'd for good in their best women, 
Bat nothmg of their ill ; koowing beraelf 
Mark'd ou^ (I know not by what power, but sure 
A cruel one) to die, (o give yoti children ; 
Having first with a setUed countenance 
Look'd up to heaven, and then upon herself, 
(It being the next beat abject) and then smil'd, 
As if her joy in death to do you service, 
Would break forth, in deapile of the mnch sorrow 
She shew'd she had to leave yoa ; and then taking 
Me by the hand, this hand which I nmst ever 
Love better than I have dona, since she touch'd it, 
" Go," said she, " to my lord, (and to go to him 
" Is snoh a happiness I must not hope for) 
" And tell him that he too mach priz'd a trifle 
" Made only worthy in his love, and her 
" Thaukfal accept&nce, for her sake to rob 
" The orphan kingdom of such guardians, aa 
" Must of necessity descend ftvm him ; 
" And therefore in some part of recompenee 
■< Of his mucb love, and to shew to the world 
" That 'twas not her fault only, but her fate. 



leemA to have Chought that nothing £r«Hb conld be.produoed 
1 opdlniij way. Tli* chief incident* In the Wife (Or a Month, 
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" That did deny to let her be the modieF 

" Of Buch moat certun bleninga ; yet for proof, 

" She did not envy her, tb&t happy hei-, 

" That IB appointed to tbem ; her quick end 

* Should nu^e way for her ; " which no eooner sj 

Bat in a moment this too ready engine 

Made Boch ■ battery in the choicest oaatle 

That ever Nature made to defend life, 

That straight it shook and sank. 



Tke tunmr of a GaltanI u*o will noi In periuadid lo keep *i» 
Landi, tut cSmnei to live bp kii Wtti rather. 

Mer. When saw yoa Valentine ! 

Unt. Nat ainee the horse race. 
Ha 'b taken up with those that woo the widow. 

Iter. How can he live by soalohes from sadi people) 
He bore a worthv nimd. 

Unf:. AIas,he% sunk. 
His means are gone, he wants ; and, which ia worse, 
Tskee a delight in doing so. 

Mer. That's strange. 

Una. Runs lunatic if you but talk of states ; 
He can't be brought (now he has aptmt his own) 
To think there is inheritance, or means, 
But all a common liches ; all mea bound 
To be his bailiffs. 

Jlf«r. This is something dangerous. 

Unc. Co gentleman, that has estate, to use it 
In keeping house or foUowen : for those ways 
He cries against for eating sins, dull aurfeita, 
Cramming of serving-men, mustering of beggars, 
Uaintsining hospitals for kites aud eoiB, 
GrToundiDg their fat faiths upon old oonntiy proverbs, 
"God bless the founders:" these lie would have ventnr'd 
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loto more roanlj asea, wit and curdags ; 
And nerer thinks of Mate of meaiu, t^ Eronnd-workH: 
Holding It monatroua, men ahoald feed uieir bodies, 
And atarre their understuidinge, 

VaU Now to <roar bntineas, nnela. 

Unc. To jo/wt itate tbea. 

Yai. 'Ti> gone, and 1 am dad on 't, name 't do more, 
"lis that I pray gainst, and heaven has heard me ; 
I tell jwt, sir, 1 am more f saiftal of it, 
(I main, of Oinldng c^ more lands OF liTings) 
Than sieUy men are o' teaTeUfaig o* Sundays, 
For being qoelTd wiUi earners ; 



(Tnc. This is madness, 
To be a wilful bemr. 

VaL I am madtiiett, 
And so 1 meui (o be ; will that ooQtent you I 
Haw bravely now I live I how joound ! 
How Dear Uie first inheritanee I wJUloat fears I 
How bee from tiUe tFonblea t 

Une, And from means too I 

Vol. Means 

Why, all good men's my means ; my wit 'a my plough ; 
The tswn 's my stock, tevern 's my standiog-noaae, 
^And sU the world know, there's no want): a,ll 

gentlemen 
That love aociely, love me ; ^ purses 
That vtt and pisaaure opens, are my tenanta ; 
Ever; man'a clothes fit me ; the next fair lodging 
Is but my next remove ; and when I please 
To be mioie emiDenC,aDd t&ke (ha ur, 
A piece ia levied, and a coacb prepar'd. 
And I go I care not whither ; what need state here t 

UiK. Bat aay these means were honeat, will they 
Uat sir! 

VaL Far longBT than yonr jerkin, and wear fairer. 
YoQF mind 's encloe'd, nothing lies open nobly ; 
Your very tLonghIa are hinds, that work on nothing 



M WIT WlTHOnr HOKET. 

But daily sweat &ad troable : were my wa; 

So fall of dirt aa this ('til true) I 'd shift it. 

Are my aoquaintance Graziem t But, nr, know ; 

Mo man that I 'in allied to in mj living, 

Bnt makea it equal whether hia own use 

Or tay neceMity pnll ftwt ; nor is this forc'd, 

Bnt the meer qoality and poiBure of goodnesa. 

And do you thmb I ventore notbing equal t 

Ujk. You pose me. cousin. 

Vol, What 'b my knowledge, nncle 1 
Is 't not worth money 1 what 's my undentanding I 
Travel 1 reading 1 wit 1 all tJiese digested I my daily 
Making men, some to apeak, liiat too much phlegm 
Had froz'n np ; some, tiiat spoke too much, to liold 
Their peace, and put tiieir tongues to pensions ; some 
To wear their cloatha, and some to keep 'em : diese 
Are nothing, uncle 1 besides these ways, to teach 
The way of nature, a manly love, community 
To all that are deservers, not examining 
How much or what 'a done for them ; it is wicked. 
Are not these ways as honest, as persecuting 
The stary'd inheritance with mnsty com, 
The very rats were tain to run away from ! 
Or Belling rotten wood by the pound, like spieea. 
Which gentlemen da after buru by the onncea I 
Do not 1 know your way of feeding beasts 
With graina, and windy stuff, to blow up butchers 1 
Your racking pasturea, that have eaten up 
As many singing shepherds, and their issuefl. 
As Andaluzia breeds t These are authentic. 
I tell you, sir, I would not change way with you ; 
Unless it were, to sell your state that hour. 
And (if 'twere posaibl^ to apeud it then too ; 
For all your beans in Rummllo : now you know me. 
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THE TWO NOBLE KINSMEN: 



ere ilaln and tJieir Aml'o dmi 
III KiDg of Ibebes, i«ft rtdri 
LthBiiB, on rtcdoji «/■*■» marrfi 
- ■■ - . Thejlrit ftD. 



O^Ehiua, )>f( SiiUr. 

lie. Qu. to Thea. For pity's sake, and true gentility. 
Hear and respect me. 

ind. (j^. U> Hip. Fop yonr mother's Hake, 
And as you wish your womb may thrive with fair ones. 
Hear and respect me. 

3r(f. Qa, fd Eriiil. Now for tbe lova oC him whom 
Jove bath mark'd 
The honour of your bed, and for the saka 
Of dear Firgioity, be advocate 
For us and onr distresses : this good deed 
Shall raze yon out of the book ot trespasses 
AUyou are eet down there. 

na. Sad lady, rise. 

Bip. Stand up. 

EtoH. No knees to me. 
What woman I may stead, that is distrest. 
Does bind me to her. 

Th^. What 'h yoor request 1 Deliver you for all. 

Iff. Qu. We are three queens, whose sovereigns fell 
The wrath of cruel Creon ; who endure [hefor» 

The beake of ravens, talons of the kites. 
And pecks of erows, in the foul field of Thebes, 
He will not suffer ns to bum their bones, 
To urn their ashes, nor to take Ch' offence 
Of mortal loalhsonieneBa from the bleat eye 
Of holy Fhoebns, but infects tbe winds 
* FMi^grlsnidtoIiMebBanaMlittdintUil'IsjbTBbBihipean. 
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With Etench of our elun lords. Oh pit]', duke. 
Thou puFger of the earth, diaw thy lear'd sword 
Th&t does eood tniiiB to th' world ; give ns the boDM 
Of OUF dead idnga, that are may chapel them ; 
And, of thy bonndleee goodness, take some note 
That for ou crowned heads we have no roof, 
Saie this whiab ia the liim's and the bear's, 
And vault to eTei; thing. 

Tliet. Pray yon kneel not. 
I was transported with yonr speeoh, and soBet'i 
Your knees to wrong themfielTee : I have heard die 

fortunes 
Of your dead lords, which gives toe meb lamenting, 
Ah wakes m; vengeance and revenge for them. 
King Capanetia waa yonr lord : the day 
That he should marry yon, at sach a seaion 
As now it is with me, I met yonr groom ; 
By Man's altar, yon were that time fair. 
Mot Jnno's mantle furer than yonr tresses, 
Nor in more bounty spread her. Your wbeaten wreath 
Was then not thrash'd nor blasted : Fortnne at yon 
Dimpled her cheek with smiles : Hercules, Our kinsman, 
(Then weaker than yonr eyes) laid by hia club ; 
He tumbled down upon his Nemean hide. 
And swore his nnews thaw'd. Oh grief, and time. 
Fearful consumers, yoa will all devonr. 

1st. Qu. Oh 1 hope some goi, 
Some god hath put hi* mercy in yonr manhood. 
Whereto he 'U infuse powu', and press yon fordi 
Onr undertaker. 

Thee, Oh, no knees, none, widow ; 
Unto the belmeted Bellona use them, 
And pray for me yonr soldier. 
Troubled lam. 

2nd. Qa. Hononr'd HippoUt^ 
Host dreaded Amazonian, that bast slain 
The seythe-tuak'd boar ; that irith thy arm, as strong 
As it is wbite, wast near to make the male 
To thy lex captive, but that this thy lord. 
Bom to uphold creatioa in that honour 
first Nature styled it in, sbmnk thee into 

.......Cu.,glc 
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The booDd than wMt o'erfloning, at once anbduiog 

Thy force uid iby affection ; SoldiereBB, 

That equally canst pone Btenmeaa with pity. 

Who now I know bast mach mOTS power on him 

Than ever he had on thee, who ow'at big atrength 

Aod his love too ; who is a serrant for 

The tenor of the speech : Dear glass of ladies, 

Bid him that we, whom flaming war doth scorch, 

Under the shadow of his sword may cool ua ; 

Beqnire Mm he adranee it o'er our heada ; 

Speak 't in ft wodmui'b bey, like such a woman 

JiB any of ua three ; we^ ere you fail ; lend oa a knee. 

But tonch the groimd for na no longer time 

Than a dove's motion when the head 'a pladit off : 

Tell him if he i' th' blood-aiz'd field lay swoln. 

Shewing the sun bis (eeth, grinning at the moon, 

What yon would do. 

Sip. Poof lady, say no more ; 
' 10 this good action with yon. 



Heart-deep wiUi yonr distress ; let him consider ; 
I '11 speak anrai. 

Sftf. Qu. to Emit, O my petitioii was 
Set down in ice, which by hot grief uncandied 
Melts into drops, so sonow wan^g form 
Is preat with de^>er matter. 

Smil. Pray stuid u^ 
Your grief ia written m yonr cheek. 

Srd. Qu. Oh woe. 
Yon cannot read it then ; there throngh my tears. 
Like wrinkled pebbles in a glassy stream, 
You may behold them. Lwy, lady, alack 1 
He that will all the treasures know o' th' earth, 
Most know the centre too ; he that will fish 
For my least minnow, let him lead his Une 
To catch one at my heart. pardon me ; 
Eitremi^ that sharpens sundry wits 
Makes TDo a fooi- 

Emil. Pray yoo say nothmg, pray yon ; 
Who caooot feel, noi see theiain,b^gin't. 



.uglc 
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Knows neither wet, nor dry ; if that you were 

The ground-piece of gome psinter, I. would buy jou 

T' instruct Die 'gainst » capital grief indeed, 

Such heart-pierc'd demonBtraCion ; but alaa 

Being a natural sister of our sex. 

Your Borrow beats so ardently upon me. 

That it shall malie a oounter-reflect 'gainet 

My brother'e heart, uid warm it to seme pity. 

Though it were made of atone : pray have good comfort. 

7%u. Forward to th' temple, leave not out a jot 
O' th' lacred ceremony. 

1ft. Qn, Oh this celebrstioa 
Will loDger last, and be more costly than 
Your BUpplianla' war. Remambar that your bme 
KddHs in the ear o^ th' world ; what yon do quiebly. 
Is not done rashly ; your first thought is more 
Than others' labour*d meditance ; your pnmeditatiDg 
More than their actions ; bat oh Jots, your actions, 
Soon as they move, as Aspn^ do the nsb. 
Subdue before they touch. Think, dear duke, think. 
What beds our eUin kings have. 

2nd. Qa. What griefe our bede. 
That OUT dear lords have none. 

3rd. Qa. None fit for the dead : 
Those that with eords, knives, drams, precipitance. 
Weary of tbia world's Kght, have to themselves 
Been death's moat horrid agents, huuan grace 
AlTords them duet and shadow. 

in. Qa. Bui our lords 
Lie blistering 'fore the visitaticg sun, 
And were good kings when living. 

Thet. It is trae, and I will give you comfort, 
To give your dead lords graves : 
The which to do moat make some work with Creon. 

Itt. Qu. And that work presents itself to th' doing : 
Now 'twill take form, the heata are gone to-morrow, 
Then bootless toil most reeompence itself 
Widi its own sweat ; now he's secure. 
Not dreams we stand before your puissance, 
Rincing our holy begging in our eyes 
To make petition cImt. 

.......Cu.,3lc 
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2tid. Qu. Now ^OD mtf take hin 
Drunk with hia nctor;. 

3rd. Qa. And his arm; full 
Of bread and sloth. 

Tha. Arlcais, that be«t knowest 
Haw to draw Mt, fit to this enterprize, 
The piim'st for this pnoeeding, and the namber 
To caiTj toch a bnsiaeM forth ; and levy 
Out worthiest instmineDts, whilst we dispatch 
This grasd act of our life, this daring deed 
Of fata in wedlock. 

Iff. ^. Dowagers, take hands ; 
Let ns be widows to our woes, deU; 
CommeDds us to a famialiiTig hope. 

AU. Farewell. 

2)h£. Qu. We come onseasonably. But when could 
Coll forih, as onpang'd judgment can, fifst time [grief 
For best Bolicilatian ! 

T^ft. Why good ladies. 
This is a serfice, whereto I am going. 
Greater than an^ was ; it more imports me 
Than all the actions that I have foregone, 
Or fnturely can cope. 



more prodanr 

Ml negkcted, w 



Able to lock Jove from a synod, shall 

By warrantiiiE moon-light corslet thee, un wnen 

Her twining cherries shall their sweetness fall 

Upon thy tasteful lips, what wilt thou think 

Of rotten kings, or blubber'd qaeena t what care 

For what thou feel'st not t what thou feel'st being able 

To make Mara spnm his drum. Oh if thou coudi 

But one night with her, every hour in 't will 

Take hostage of thee for ■ hondred, and 

Thou sholt remember nothing more, than what 

That banquet bids thee to. 

Sip. Though much nnlildng 
Yon should be so transported, as much sorry 
I should be such a suitor, yet I think 
IKd I not by th* abstaining of my joy 
Which breeds a deeper longing, cure (heir surfeit 
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Thftt craieB > pregent med'cine, I should pluok 

Ail Indies' somdal on me. Thevafore, air, 

Ab I shall here make trial of my prayeiv, 

Ktfaer preaiuning them to have soma fotcs, 

Or senteneiiig tor ajo their vigour dumb, 

Prorogne this buBinega we are going about, and hang 

Your Hbield afore yoor heart, UKmt that neck 

Which is my fee, and which I freely lend 

To do thoBO ^oor queens serrice. 

AU Qu't. to Stnil. Oh help now, 
Out euue eiies for your knee. 

BmU. If yon grant not 
My UBt«T her petition in Ulat force. 
With tiiat eelerity and nature whidi 
She makes it in, from henceforth I II not dare 
To wk yon any thing, nor be bo hardy 
Ever to take a huaband, 

Thei. Pray aland up, 
I am entreating of myself to do 
That which you kneel to hare me : Perithous, 
Lead on the bride ; get yon and pray the goda 
For Buceeae and return ; omit not any thing 
In the pretended celebration ; queeni. 
Follow your soldier (as before) ; hence yon. 
And at the banka of Anly meet us with 
The tonxM yon can raise, «b»« we shall find 
The nunety of a number, for a bunneas 
More bigger fook 't. ^cc ' ' ' ■ ■ - 



For I will see you gone. - 

HiFFOLiTit and Euiua OliiimrHiis of On fria\Atl>iv htttxai 
FMaimaDB and Thbius. EwLi^rilatua paraUtl Imtana 
nrOuloHbttvan Ktrtitfand Puvu btinggfrU. 
Emit. I was acquunted 
Once with a time, when I enjoy'd a play-fellow ; 
You were at wars, when ^e the glare eorich'd, 
Who made loo proud the bed, took leare o' th' moan 
(Which then look'd pale at parting) when our count 
Was each eleven. 
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Hip. TmaFIavu. 

Bnil. Yes. 
Yoa talk of Perithooa and TheseoB* lore { 
Thein has more eroond, u mors nutniel; seMon'd, 
More bnckled wiut Btrong judgment, sod their needa 
The one of th' other may be stud to water 
Their iuCertaneled roots of love ; but I 
And Hhe (I wgh and spoke of) wer« thiags innocent, 
LoTed for we did, and like the etemeats. 
That know not what, nor why, yet do effect 
Rare issues by their operanee, onr aonls 
Did so to one another ; what she liked, 
Was then o' roe approted j what not condemned, 
No more arraignment ) the flower that I would ptncb, 
And put between my breasts, (Oh then bat begijaning 
To swell about the bosom) she woald long 
Till she had such another, and commit it 
To the like innocent cradle, where phoaniT-like 
They died in perfame : on my head no toy 
Bat was her pattern ; her affections pretty, 
Though happily hers eareleaa were, I followed 
For my most serioufl decking J had mine ear 
Stolen some oew tit, or at adventure hmnm'd on 
From mnscal coinage, why it was a note 
WhCTeon her sinritB would Mjonm (rather dwell OD) 
And nng it in ber slnmbeis ; this rehearsal 
(Which CTory innooent wots well) comes in 
like old Importment's baaiard, has this end : 
That the tme Iotc 'tween maid and maid may be 

Mare than in ses dividual. 

FiULHOg and Abcitb repining at lAiir hard conditton, in beinff 
made captlva fifr lift (n AOiaa, lUrive cenmlatUin from 
tJu A^^mtnt afatcli eOici'i conpanii In iirtjim. 

Pal. How do you, noble cousin 1 

An. How do you, sir ! 

jPoJ. Why strong enough to langb at misery. 
And bear the chance of war yet ; we are priaonera 
I fear for ever, cousin. 

Arc. \ believe it. 
And to that destiny have patiently 
Laid np m; boor to oome. 



......Google 
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Pal. Oh couun Andte, 
Whera Ls Thebea now t where ii our nable eonntr; ! 
Where are our friends and Lindredi ? never more 
Mast we behold those comforts, never see 
The hardy youths strife for the games of bonoiir, 
Hung with the painted favonra of their ladies 
Like tall ships nnder sail ; then start amangst them, 
And as an east wind leave them all behind us 
Like lazy clouds, whilst Falamon and Arcite, 
Eren in the wa^ng of a wanton leg, 
Ont-Btript tbe poople's pnises, won Uie garlands 
Ere the^ have time to wUh tfaem ours. Oh never 
Shall we two exercise, like twins of honour, 
Our arms again, and feel our fiery horses 
Like proud seas under us, onr good swords now 
(Better the red-eyed god of war ne'er wore) 
Ravish'd our sidea, like nge, must ran to roHt, 
And deck the temples of those gods that bate ns ; 
These hands shall never diav Oieta out like lightning 
To blast whole armies more. 

Arc. No, PalamoD, 
Those hopes are prieonen with us ; here we are. 
And here the graces <^ our youthe must wither 
Like B too tJmely spring ; here age must find us. 
And (which is heaviest) Falamon, unmarried ; 
The aweet embiaces of a iovinff wife 
LoadeD with kisses, arm'd with thousand cupids, 
Shall never clasp our necks, do issue know us, 
No figures of ourselves shall we e'er see. 
To glad our age, and like young eagles teach them 
Boldly to gaze against bright arms, and say 
" Remember what your bthera were, and conquer." 
The iair-eyed maids shall weep our banishments, 
And in their songs curse ever-blinded Fortune, 
Till she for sbame see what a wrong she has done 
To youth and nature. This is all our world : 
We shall know nothing here, but one another ; 
Hear nothing, but the dock that tells our woes. 
The vine shall grow, but we ahall never see it : 
Summer shall come, and with her all delights, 
But dead-cold wiutor must inhabit here stilU 
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Pal. "Tib too tme, Arcite. To our Theliui honndii, 
That ahook the aged forest with thnr echoes, 
No more now must we halloo, no more shake 
Oar pointed javelinB, whilst the angry swine 
Flies like a Parthian quiver from our rages, 
Stmck with onr well-ateel'd darts. All valiant uses 

SThe food and noDriBhrnent of noble minds) 
a OS two here shall perish : we shall die 
S'hich is the earae of henanr) Uatlf 
ildien of irrief and ionoiwice. 

An. Yet cousin, 
Even from the bottom of these miseries, 
From all that fortnne can iafiict upon ue, 
I see two comforts rising, two mere blessiDgs, 
If the gods please to hold here ; a bnve patience, 
And the enjoying of our griefs together. 
Whilst Patamon is with me, let me perish 
If I think this onr prison. 

Pal. Gertainl; 
"Tis s main gondneM, oonsin, tbat onr fortmies 
Were twin'd kwether ; 'tis most tme, two souls 
Pnt in twd nol^ bodies, let them suffer 
The gall of hamrd, so they grow together. 
Will Dever sink ; they mnat not ; say they could, 
A willins man dies steeping, and all 's done. 

Am. Sbaa we make worthy uses vi this pUce 
That all men hate so much ! 

PaL How, gentle consiD I 

Arc. Let 's think this prison holy sanctuary. 
To keep ns from cormptiDn of worse men ; 
We are yoong, and yet desire the ways of honoar, 
lliat liberty and common conversation, 
The poison of pore epirita, might (like women) 
Woo ns to wander from. What worthy bleanng 
Can be, bat our imaginations 
May make it onrs t And here bdng thus together, 
We are an endless mine to one anouec ; 
We are one another's wife, ever begetting 
Newbirtiisof love ; we are &thsr, Mends, acquaintance ; 
We are, in one another, funilies ; 
I am your beir, Aod you are mine. This place 
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Ib anr inheriCanee j no turd opprenoi 
Dare Uke this fonn ua ; here with & httle patience 
We ahall IiTe Iodd;, and loTing ; no Burfeita seek ub ; 
The hand of wir bnrtg none here, nor the leu 
Swallow their youth. Were we at liberty, 
A wife might part na l&wfally, or buBiness ; 
Quarrels eonsume na ; en^ ef ill men 
Crave oor acquaintance ; I mirht Bicken, cousin. 
Where you should never know il, sad bo perish 
Without your noble hand to doee mine eyes. 
Or prayers to tbe goda : a thousand chances, 
Were we from hence, wonld sever us. 
Pal. Yon have made me 
I thanh yon, consin Arcite) almost wanton 



«• 



'B abroad, and even where I 
'Tis tike a beast methinha I I And the court here, 
I 'm sure a more content ; and all those pieasuree 
That woo the wills of men to vanity, 
1 see through now ; and am sufficieut 
To tell the world, 'tis hut a gaudy shadow. 
That old Time, oa he passes by, takes with him. 
What, had we been old in the Court of CreOD, 
Where Bin is justice, luat and iguorance 
The virtues of the great ones 1 Cousin Arcite, 
Had not tbe loving goda found this place for us, 
We had died, as Ihey do, ill old men, unwept, 
And had their epitaphs, the people's curses. 



liiplBT. Than 

, and soma oUiar pwaaaa, not 

Thay havo a luxurlsiia In tbem whlDta Btronnj rMSi 
. ...V -..J "- pl^ iSwe, tb 



pnoda Lt glva aCrong comita] 

ipcu«hadahandlD tbiiplay. Tha nnta JudgmeDt mij Iwfbmiad 
~ th of AndN, and soma oUiar pwaasM, not hsa tf van. 



apaue't mBmai Id thou puis at bis plqa wbm, tbe pcocniB of 
the Intamt bataii labordliuile, tba peat «M at lAnn fu deaoip- 
tlon, I mlgbt Mib liiitaima from Tnrihu and Ttanoo. That 
FlatduitbiHildlma Mpisd Blutipeua^ miuiBttiioa^ io man; 
■DtlieicaDei (which lithalhaatjatllr.BtaaTant) iinotvaivpra- 
bobls, Hut be could haie dona It with mch tucOHj <■ to ma not 

up ooa altar the other, adding image to Image eo ddl1»nSaly thalE 
we Ma whan thaj join ; Bbakipwua mingle* »nty tUsf, he nins 
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hai bunt lt> iludl, Bnothir la bUctawl ud dBmomu I 
If Flstcbw wioto Mm 



ittatlon, whrdld he atop! or 

, „ the otbec wnw [n boliitlon 
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Bhafapaare gm blm h p^ of apnn : u Btackmon and 
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THE CITY MADAM. 



U or tndisi 



On world. He tytttrt, fl-om taking a turvep of hi 

Ia^. 'Twaa no f&ntaHtic object but a trutb, 
A real truth, no dream. I did not Blnmber ; 



And could woke ever witb a brooding 
~ e upon 't I it did endure the tou 
uid felt it. Yet what I beheld 



:C 



And handled oft, did so tnnscend belief 

(My wonder Hnd natoniahnient pwrfd o'er) 

I faintly eould give credit to my eeiues. 

Thou dumb magician, iTo lie Eeg. 

That vithout a ch^m 
Didst make my entrance easy, to poBsesg 
What wise men wish and toil for. Hermea' Moly ; 
SybilU's golden bough ; the great elixir, 
Imagin'd only by the alchymiat ; 
Campar'd with ihee, are wadows, thou the substaace 
And guardian of felicity. No marvel, 
Hy brother made thy place of rest his bosom. 
Thou being the keeper of bis beart, a mistieao 
To be hugg'd ever. In by-carncTH of 
Thia sacred room, silver, in bags heap'd up, 
Like billets saw'd and ready for the lire, 
Unworthy to hold fellowship witb bright gold. 
That flow'd about the room, conceal'd itself. 
There needs no artificial hght, the aplendour 
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DitooTeiy of tbe caekets, w ... 

Bach aporklina diamond from itself shot forth 

A pyraaiid of lameB, and in the roof 

FU d it a gioriouB sUr, and made the place 

Heaven's abstract, or epitome : Rabies, eappliiree. 

And ropes of orient pearl, these Be«n, I could not 

But look on gold with contempt. And yet I found, 

What weak oredulity oonld have no faith in, 

A treaEure &r exceeding these. Here lay 

A manor bonud fost in a skin of parchment ; 

The wax continnins hard, the acres melting. 

Here a sure deed (rf g^ for a market town, 

If DoC nideera'd this da; ; which is not in 

The unthtift's power. There hcing scarce one shire 

!□ Wales or England, where my monies are not 

Lent out at uBOry , the certain hook 

To draw in more. 

The txlravofana nfl*! City UtOiiaa aping anrl JiuhUiiir 

LuicBp havii^g eont into 13u pontnUm iif hft brother Hin John 
Fbuoal'b alala. UiiJ, vCc M Bm Jdhh Fbdsal, and Una 
davphtert, in homlv attire. 

Lvit. Save you, tnater ; 
I now dare style yon »o. Yon were before 
Too glorious to be looh'd on : now you appear 
Like a city matron, and my pretty nieces 
Such things 

As the; were bom and bred there. Why should you 
The fashions of court ladies, whose high titles [ape 
And pedigrees of long descent give warrant 
For their Bnperflnoua braveiy 1 'twas monstrous. 
Till now yon ne'er look'd lovely. 

Lady. Is this spoken 



In yoor own natural ahapcs. 



Lady. We BClmowledge 
Wb have deserv'd ill (rom yon •, yet despwr not, 
Though we 're at your dupoaure, you '11 maintain us , 
Like vour lirother's wife and daugbtera. 

Laix, "Tis mj purpose. 

Lady. And not nulca ui ridicalouB. 

Luke. Admir'd rather, 
Ab fiuT examples for our prond city damee 
And Qieir proud brood to imitate. Hear 
Gmlly, and in geatia pbisse I '11 reprehend 
Yoor tate disgnis'd defonnity. 
Yonr father was 

Ad hoDOBt coaatry fiomer, Goodman Hamble, 
By bis DeigbbooiH ne'er call'd master. Did your pride 
Descend &om him t but let that pass. Your fortune. 
Or rather your husiiaod's indostiy, advouc'd you 
To the rank of merchant's wife. He mode a knight. 
And your sweet miitresa-ahip ladyfy'd, you wore 
Satin OD solemn days, a chun of gold, 
A velvet hood, rich borders, and sometimes 
A dainty miniTer cap, a silver pin 
Headed with a pearl worth threepence ; and thus for 
You were privileg'd, and no man envied it : 
It being for tbe city's honour that 
There should be distinction between 



le a by-word, and you acom'd 
By which you were rais'd (my brother's fond indulgence 
Giving the reins to't) and no object pleas'd you 
But ^e glitt'ring pomp and bravery of the court ; 
WhataBtnuige,naymonatroiiametunorphasisfollow'd! 
No English workman then could please your &ney ; 
The French and Tuscan diesa, your whole discourse ; 
This bawd to prodigality entertiun'd. 
To box into your ears, what sbape this countesH 
Appear'd in, the last mask } and how it drew 



CITX M AD AK. 



The joang lord's eves npon her : and this usher 
Succeeded in the eldeBt 'prentice's place. 
To walk before you. Theo, u I said, 

iThe reverend bood cut off) yoar borrow'd hair, 
'owder'd and corl'd, was bj your dreaser'g art 
Forni'd like a coronet, haoR'd with diamonds. 
And the richest orient pearl : your carkaneta, 



That your nightraits of forty pounds a-piece 

Might be Been with envy of the naitanls : 

Rich panlableB in ostentation shewn. 

And roaes worth a family. Yoa were Berr'd 

In plate ; 

Stirr'd not a foot without a coach ; and going 

To church, not for deyotion, but to shev 

Your pomp, you were tickled vhen the beggars cried 

HemTen save your honour. This idolatry 

Paid to a painted room. And, when you lay 

In childbed, at the christening of this mini, 

I well remember it, aa you had been 

An absolute princeea (smce they have no more) 

Three several chambers hnng : the first with arrae. 

And that for waiters ; the second, crimson satin. 

For the meaner sort of guests ; the third of scarlet 

Of the rich Tyrian dye : a canopy 

To cover the bmt's cradle ; yon in state, 

Like Pompey's Julia. 

Lady, No more, I pray you, 

I/ate. Of this he sure you shall not. I 'U cut off 
Whatever is exorbitant invou. 
Or in your daughters ; and reduce yon to 
Your natural forms and habits : not in revenge 
Of your base usage of me ; but to fright 
Others by your example. 



[TUn blttei ItHie a^but Uh ctty womvi lor ^linithetwllloiis 
of Uh conn India miut have been peeoliiulT giiral>!DE to Uu 
ISnwleaDftbe Herbert fsmilf and the rut of MavlDgvra boble 
liatroiH md patroneaMt.} 



A NEW WAY TO PAY OLD DEBTS : 
A CoHlDy. By Fhilif Masunqer. 



Over. To m; wish we &re private. 
I come not to make offer wiui mj danghter 
A certwn portion ; that were poor and trivia : 
In one word I pronounce all lliat ia mine. 
Id lands «r lasses, readj coin or goods, 
With her, my lord, comea to joa ; nor shall yoohaTO 
One motive to induce yoa to believe 
I live too long, since every year I '11 add 
Sometbina unto the heap, which ^all be yonra too. 

Lov, Yon are a right kind father. 

Over, You shall have reason 
To thinli me such. How do yon like this seat t 
It ia well-wooded and well-wator'd, tho aorca 
Fertile and rich ; would it not serve for change. 
To entertain your friends in a summer's progreaa t 
What thiidu my noble lord ) 

Lov. Tis a wholesome air. 
And well bDi1t,''aad she *, that ia miatreBS of It, 
Worthy the large revenue. 

Over. She the mistress I 
It may be so for a time : but let my lord 
Say only that he but like it, and would have it ; 
I say, ere long 'tis his. 

Lot!. Impossible. 

Over. You do conclude loo fiwt i not knowing me, 
Nor the engines that I work by. 'Tis not alone 
The lady Allworth's lands : hut point oat any man's 
In all the ehire, and say they lie convenient 

* Th« Ladjr Allwortta. 



7* NEW WAY TO tAY OLD DEBTS. 

And nscfnl for your lordship ; and ODce more 
I B»y »loud, they are yours. 

Zov. I dare not own 
Wbat 'b by unjuat and cruel means extorted : 
Hy fame and credit are more dear to me. 
Than BO to expose 'em to be eenaoT'd by 
The public voice, 

Owr. You run, my lord, no hazard : 
Your reputation shall aland as fur 
In ait good idsq'h opinione as now : 
Nor can my actions, though condemti'd for ill, 
Cast any foul asperaioD upon yours. 
For though 1 do contemn report myself, 
Ab a mere sound ; 1 BtUl will be so tender 
Of what concerns yon in all points of honour, 
That the immacutala whitencBS of your fame, 
Nor your unqnestioned integrity, 
Shall e'er be suDied with one tunt or spot 
That may take from your innocence and candaor. 
All my ambition is to bare my daughter 
Right honaurable ; which my lord can make her : 
And might I hre ia danco upon my knee 
A yomig lord Loiell, born by her unto you, 
J write ml altta to my proudest hopes. 
As for possessions and annual rents. 
Equivalent to maintain you in the port 
Your noble birth and present state require, 
I do remore that burden from your shoulders. 
And take it on mine own : for though I ruin 
The country to supply vour riotoos waste. 
The scourge of prodigals (want) sfaall never find you. 

Lov. Are you not frighted with the impreoationg 
And cuises of whole Esmilies, niade wretched 
By your sinister practice* ! 

Over. Yes, aa rocks are 
When foamy billoirs split themselves agsiost 
Their flin^ ribs ; or as the moon is mov'd 
When wolves, with hanger pined, howl at ber brighl- 
J am of a solid temper, and, Uke these, [nesa. 

Steer on a constant course : with mine own swo^. 
If call' d into the field, I can make that right, 



THE HCTUBB. T 

Whidi feuful enemies mnrmiiT'd nt w wrong. 
Nov, for those other piddling compUintB, 
Breatli'd out in bitterness ; aa, when the? ckll me 
Extortioner, tyrant, connoruit, or intruder 
On my poor neighbonr'a right, or grand enoloBer 
Of what wflB common to my private iifte ; 
Nay, when my ears are pierc d with widows' cries, 
And undoDe orphans wash with tears my threshold : 
I only think what 'tis to have my daagbtcr 
Right honoarable ; and 'tii a powerful charm, 
Muies me insensible of remorse or pity, 
Or the teaat sting of conscience. 

IioB. I admire 
The toughness of your nature. 

Over. "Tis for you, 
My lord, and for my daughter, I am marble. 



THE PICTUKE : 
.CoHKDT. Bv Fxiup IbsaiHa 



KtlMiiitiifl.ihciiiihrriubttanUalrriuOTiiichfheihimtilge. 

Mat. Since we must port, Sophia, to pass further 
Is not alone impertinent, but dangerous. 
We are not distant from the Turkish camp 
Above Ave leagues ; and who knows but some party 
Of his Timaiiots, that scour the country. 
May fall upon us t Be now, as thy name 
Truly interpreted • hath ever spoke Oioe, 
Wise and discreet ; and to thy uudenlauding 
Marry thy constant patience. 

S(^. You put me, sir, 
To the utmost trial of it. 

Mat. Nay, no melting : 
Since the necessity, that now separatee ui, 
We have long since disputed ; and the reasons. 



•SopUai ' 



Farcing me to it, too oft waah'd id fetM.' 

1 grant that you Id birth were far above me, 

And great men my saperiorB riralB for yoa ; 

But mutual coDBent of heart, as hands 

Join'd by true love, hath made ua one and equal : 

Nor is it In me mere desire of fame. 

Or to bo cried up by the public voice 

For a brave soldier, that puta on my armour ; 

Such airy tomoora take not me : you know 

How noiTOw our deraeaDB are i and what's more^ 

Having aa yet do charge of cfaUdreu on ns. 

We hu^ly can subsist. 

Soph, In you alone, sir, 
I have all abundance. 

Mat. For my mind's content, 
In your own language I could answer you. 
You have been an obedient wife, a right one ; 
And to my power, though short of your desert, 
I have been ever an indulgent huahand. 
We have long enjoy'd the sweets uf love, and though 
Not to satiety or loathing, yet 
We must not live such dolards on our pleasures. 
As Btill to hug them to the cert^n loss 
Of profit and preferment. Competent means 
MaintuoB a quiet bed, want breeds disBension 
Even in good women. 

Soph. Have you found in me, sir. 
Any distaste or sign of discontent. 
For want of what 'a superfluous } 

Mat. No, Sophia; 
Nor Shalt thou ever have cause to repent 
Thy coDBtant course in goodneas, if heaven bless 
My honest undertakings, "Tis for thee. 
That I turn soldier, and put forth, dearest. 
Upon this sea of action as a factor. 
To trade for rich materiale to adorn 
Thy iinble parts, and shew 'em in full loBtre. 
t blnah that other ladies, less in beauty 
And outward form, but, in the harmony 
Of the floul's ravishing music, the same age 
Not to he named with thee, ahoold so outshine thee 

.......Cu.,8l. 



THE PICTDBK. n 

In jeweb and yumtj of mtrdrabea ; 

Wbile TOO, to whose sweet innocenee both Indies 

Compu'd are of no Talne, wanting theae, 

Paw aDrenided. 

' Seph. iflMiisorieh, 

Or in TOOT opinion so, why ahonld you borrow 

AddituMiB for me 1 

3fai. Why t I shoiild be cenanr*d 
OF ignorsnoe, possessiDg such a jewel, 
AboTe aJt price, if I fon>ear to give it 
The best at ornaments. Therefore, Sophia, 
In few words know my pleasure, and obey me ; 
As you hare ever dtme. To your discretion 
I lento the government of my fiunily. 
And onr poor fortunes, and from these command 
Obedience to you as to myself : 
To th' atmoBt of what 's mine, live plentifully : 
And, ere the remnant of our store be spent, 
With my gcxid sword I hope I shall reap for you 
A harvest in such full abundance, as 
Shall make a merry winter, 

Sapk. Since yon are not 
To be diverted, sir, firom what you purpose. 
All arguments to stay you here are useless. 
Go when you please, sir. Eyes, I charge you, waste not 
One drop of sorrow ; look you hoard all up, 
Till in my widow'd bed I <^1 upon you : 
But then be sure yon fall not. Yoa bleat angels, 
Ghiardiana of human life, I at this instant 
Forbear f inroke yoa at our parting ; 'twere 
To personate devotion. My soul 
Shall go along with you ; and when yoa are 
Circled with death and horror, seek and find you ; 
And then I wiU not leave a saint unsued to 
For yonr proteotion. To tell you what 
I will do in your absence, would shew poorly ; 
*• " "--'l spe^ me. 'Twere to doubt you, 



By mght or day, paas unexamm'd by mi 
III dwell long upon -your lips, .consider 
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THE PARLIAMENT OF LOVE: 
A Cdhipv. By Philip HitBmsin. 



The honour to 

Honevec we come off, ie ourB. 

CUr. I Deed not, 
So well I am aoqiwinted with your vaioor, 
Tu dare, in a good canae, as much hs man, 
Lead you encour^emeiit ; and should I add, 
Your power to do, which Fortune, howe'er blind. 
Hath ever Beconded, 1 caonot doubt 
Bat victory atill sita upon your sword. 
And muat not now forsake you. 

Mont. You shall see me 



(y parting 
ViUi bloo^ 



h blood on 
Cler. 'Tia n. 
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That which I would entreat, (and pray you fnnt it,) 
Is, that you would forget jbor uaual Boftnesa. 
Your foe being at your mercy ; it hatli been 
A cuBtom in yeu, which 1 dtu^ not praiae. 
Having diaarm'd your eaemy of hia sword. 
To tempt your iate, by yielding it agaio ; 
Then ran a second haicard. 

ifoni. When we eDcounter 
A noble foe, ws cannot be too noble. 

CUr. That I coofesa ; but he that 'a now to oppose 
I know for an arch villaiD ; one that hath lost [you, 
All feeling of humanity, one that hates 
fiaodnesa in others, 'cause he 's ill himself ; 
A most ungrateful wretch, (the name 'b too gentle. 
All attributes of widtedneaH cannot reach him,) 
Of whom to bBTe deserved, beyond example. 
Or precedent of friendship, la a wroDg 
Which only death can aatiafy. 

Mont. You describe 
A monster to me. 

&er. True, Montrose, he is so. 
Africk, though fertile of strange prodigies. 
Never produced his equal ; be wue, therefore. 
And if he fall into your huids, dispatch him : 
Pity to him is cruelty, The sad father, 
That sees his son atimg by a snake to death. 
May, with more justice, slay his vengeful hand. 
And let the worm escape, than you vouchsafe him 
A minute to repent : for 'tis a slave 
So sold to hell and mischief, that a traitor 
To his moat lawful prince, a church-robber, 
A parricide, who, when his garaeTs are 
Cramm'd with the purest graio, suffers hia parents. 
Being old, and weak, to starve for wont ot bread. 
Compared to him are Innocent. 

Mont. 1 ne'er heard 
Of such a cursed nature ; if long-lived. 
He would infect mankind : rest yon assured, 
He finds from me small conrtesy, 

Cler, And expect 
As little from him ; blood is that he thirsts for, 
Not honoorable wouiuUi. 

„..„Ca.,slc 
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Mont. 1 would I had him 
Within my sword's length ! 

der. Have thy wish : Thou hast t 

CCiiMHOHD dram kit mwnf. 
Nay draw thy sword and suddenly ; I am 
That monster, temple-robber, panidde, 
Ingrateful wretch, friend-bater, or what else 
Makes up the perfect figure of the devil. 
Should be appear like man, Banieh amszement. 
And call tby ablest spirits up to guard (hee 
From bim that 'b tum'd a fury. I am made 

Would with more horror strike the pale^heek'd stars. 
Than all those dreadful words which conjurors use 
To fright their damn'd familiars. Look not on me 
Ab I am Cleremond ; I have parted with 
Ttie essence that was his, and entartain'd 
The soul of soma fierce tigresa, or a wotfB 
New-hang'd far human Blaughter, and 'tis Gt : 
I could not else be an apt instrument 
To bloody Leonora. 

Mont. To my knowledge 
I never wrong d her. 

Cter. Yes in being a friend 
To me, she hated my best friend, her malice 
Would look no lower :— and for being Buch, 
By her commands, Montrose, I am to kill thee. 
Oh, that thou hadst, like others, been all words. 
And DO performance I or that thou hadst made 
Some little stop in thy career of kindness ! 
Why wouldat thon, to coniirm the name of friend. 
Snatch at this fatal offloe of a second, 

Whioh others fled from t 'Tis in vain to mourn now. 

When there 'b no holp ! and therefore, good Montrose, 
Rouse thy most manly parts, and think ^ou Btand'st now 
A champion for more than king or country ; 
Since in thy fall, loodness iteelf most suffer. 
Remember too, the baseness of tbe wrong 
Offered to friendship ; let it edge thy sword, 
And kill compassion in thee ; and forget not 
I will take all advant&gea : and so, 
Without reply, have at tbee. iT^etJight, ChntttosoSalli. 
.......Cu.,8l. 



A VERY WOMAN. 

Moni. See, how veak 
An iU cause ia I j'Ou are alreadj fallen : 
Wbat can you look for now I 

CUt. Fool, UBO thy fortune : 
And 80 he counsels thee, tlMt, if we had 
Changed places, ioBtantly would have cut thy throat 
Or digg'd th; heart out. 

Motii. In reqmtal of 
That sav^e purpose, I must pity you : 
Witnesa these t^rs, not tears of joy for conqneat ; 
But of true sorrow for your misery- 
Lire, O live, Cleremond, and, like a man, 



A VERY WOMAN; oa, THE PRINCE OP TARENT : 



Son Joan ANnmio, FrhuWDrTanDl, in thi dUgvin a/ a ilai-i 

ditnuin, the limy of Ail (mm paiiion fur hei; and tf th. 

uniMTlh]/ treatmml lErAJeA ht/bund/rom her- 
John. Not far trom whew my father lireB, a lady, 
A neighbour by, bleat with as great a beauty 
As Nature durst bestow without undoine. 
Dwelt, and most happily, as I thought ^en, 
And bless'd the bouse a thousand tunes she dwelt in. 
This beauty, in the blossom of my youth. 
When my first fire knew no adultCTate incense. 
Nor I no way to flatter but my fondness, 
Id all the bravery my friends could shew me, 
In all the Ikith my innocence could give me, 
lu the best language my true tongue could tell 
And all the brolien ngha my uck heart tent 



ui the broken sieha my sick neart lent me, 
1, and serr'd. Long did I love this lady, 

was my travail, long my trade, to win her i 

Wi£ all tlie duty of my soul I serv'd her. 

B 3 



B» A VERY WOMAN. 

Aim. How feelingly he apcabB 1 And ahe loTed jiou 

It mast be so. 

John. I would it bad, dear lady. 
Thia story hod been needless ; and this place, 
I think, unlinawn to me. 

Aim. Were your bloods equal t 

Jolm. Yea ; uid, I thought, our he&rts too. 

Aim. Then she must love. 

John, She did ; bnt never me : she could not lore me ; 
Shewanld not love ; she hated; more, she seom'd me ; 
And in so poor and base a way abused me, 
For all my services, for aJl my bounties, 
So bold negleclB flnng on me 

Aim. An ill wovaan ! 
Belike you found some rival in your love then ! 

John. How perfectly she points me to my story ! 
Madam, I did; and one whose pride and anger, [Atide. 
Ill manners, and worse mein, she doaled on ; 
Doatcd, to my ondoing and my ruin. 
And, but for honour to your sacred beauty. 
And reverence to the noble sex, though Hhe fall, 
(As she must fall, that durst be so unnohle) 



(Shame to her meet unworthy mind) to fools, 

Vo girls, and fidlera, to her boys ahe flung. 

And in lUsdua of me. 

lost, to blot me 

From all rememb'rance, what I have been to her. 

And how, how honestly, how nobly serv'd her, 

'Twas thought she set her gallant t« dispatch me. 

'Tis tme, he quarrcll'd, without place, or reason ; 

We fought, I kill'd him ; heaven's strong hand was 

with me ; 
For which I lost my country, fiiends, acquaintance. 
And put myself to sea, where a pirate took me. 
And seld me here. 



Lio.is^o:, Google 



THE UNNATURAL COMBAT; 

UiLtKikT lenior, Admirsi of MuHlIleB, polioni Mi ^ril wi/i 
lawtalittray/traiccoiid. ThU comltig m lii knoKliilffe of 
hiM len, MUEroniunJcr ; At cHaUenga Aff /oMer tojlaht 

Goremoc and Cenrt e/ MarieiBa. nt ipictateri rainnp 
U iiHiK dillance, Ote/alitr and «m parliii liVbre UeJtpAt 

Hal. >at. Now WB are alone, sir ; 
And thou hast liberty to uoload the borden 
Which thou groan'sl under. Speak thv grieft. 

Mat.jv.n. IghaU, air; 
Bat in a perplext form and method, which 
You only can icteFpret : would yon bad not 
A guilty knowledge in your bosom of 
The language which you force me to deliver. 
So I were nothing 1 Ab you are my father, 
I bend my knee, and uncompell'd profeaa. 
My life and all that 's mias to be yoar gift. 
And that in a son's duty I stand bound 
To lay this bead beneath your feet, and run 
All desperate hazards for your ease and safety. 
But, this eonfess'd on my part, I rise np ; 
And not as with a bther (all respect, 
Love, fear, and reverence, cast i^ but as 
A wicked man, 1 thus ejipoBtuIate with you. 
Why have you done that which I dare not speak t 
And in the action chang'd the hmnble shape 
Of my obedience to rebellious rage 
And insolent pride t and with shut eyes constraia'd me 
To run jbj buk of honour on a shelf, 
I must not see, nor, if I saw it, shun it t 
In my wronra nature suffers, and looks backward ; 
And mankind trembles to see me pursue 



M THE UNKATORAL COMBAT. 

What b«>ste would &y from. For when I advuiee 
This Bword, as 1 must do, aguDst your head, 
Pietj will weep, and niiftl duty mourn. 
To see their altare, nbich you built up in me. 
In a momeot raz'd and ruia'd. That you could 
(Prom my griev'd aaul I wish it) but produce 
To quahfy, not excuae, your deed of horror. 
One Beeming reason : that I might Gx here, 
And move no further ! 

Mat. ten. Have I go for lost 
A father'a poirer, thnt I miut give ftecoaot 
Of my actions to my son ! or must 1 plead 
Ab a fearful prisoQer at the bar, while he 
That ones his being to me sits as judge 
To censure thai, which only by myself 
Ought to be qneatioo'd 1 monnlaios aoonM' fall 
Beneath their valleys, and the lofty pine 
Fay homage to the bramble, or what else ie 
PrepoaterouB in nature, ore my tongue 
In one short syllable yieida aadafactioii 
To any doubt-«f thine ; nay, though it were 
A certainty, disdaining argument : 
Since, though my deeds wore hell's block livery. 
To thee they should appear triiuDpfaaat robes, 
Set off with glorious htmour : thoa being bound 
To see with my eyes, and to hold Aat reason 
That takes or birUi or fashion fnHU my vill. 

Mai. jwa. This svord divides that sUvish knot. 

Mai. ten. It cannot. 
It cannot, wretch ; and thou but remember 
From whom thou hadst this spirit, thou dar'st not hope it. 
Who trMn'd thee up in arms, but I f who taught thee 
Men were men only when they durst loek down 
With scorn on death and danger, oud contemn'd 
All opposition, till plum'd victory 
Had made her constant stand upon their helmets I 
Under my shield thou Iiast fonght as sscuroiy 
Ab the young eaglet, covered witJi the wings 
Of her fierce dam, learns how and where to prey. 
All that is manly in thee, I call mine ; 
But what is weak and womanish, thine. own. 

.......Cu.,8l. 



An^ what 1 ^tc (since thou art proad, ODgratefiil, 

Presaming to contend with him, to whom 

Submissiaa is due) I will take from thee. 

Look therefore for extremltieB, and expect DOt 

I will correct thee m a sod, bat kill thee 

Ai a serpent swoln with poison ; who sDrriving 

A little looser, with infectious breath. 

Would render all things near him, like itself, 

Contagious. 

Mid. /art. Thou incensed power, 
Awhile forbear tfa; thnnder : let me have 
No aid in m; revenge, if Arom the grave 
My mother 

Mai. len. Thou shalt never name her more 

MaL (en. Die all my fears. 
And waking jealousies, which have so long 
Been my tormentors ; there 'a now no snspicicn : 
A fact, which I alone am conscious af. 
Can never be discovered, or the cause 
That call'd this dael on ; I being above^ 
All perturbations ; nor is it in 
The power of fate again to make me wretched. 



THE VIBcm MARTYR: 



Opr. My book and taper. 

Atiff. Here, most holy mistnns. 

Dor. Thy voice sends forth sadi music, that I ni 
Was ravish'd with a more celnlial sound. 
Were every sertant in the world like thee. 
So full of goodness, angels wtmld eome down 
To dwell with us : Uly name is Angdo, 
And like that name thou ^^ Get thee to rest ; 
Thy youth with too much watcbing is opprest. 



.......Ca.,glc 



S6 VIROIN MABTTO. 

iru). No, my dear Udy. I could VKKty Wtrs, 
Aod force the wakeful mooQ to lose her eyes, 
By my lata watching, but to wut on you. 
When at your prayers you kneel before the altar, 
Methinks 1 'm unging with some qaire in healeli, 
So bleat I hold me in your coiopaDy. 
Therefore, my most lov'd mistt^as, do not bid 
Your boy, 80 serviceable, to get hence ; 
For then you break bis heart. 

Dor. Be iiigh me still, then. 
In golden letters down I '11 Bet that day. 
Which gave thee to me. Little did 1 hope 
To meet sucb worlds of comfort in thyself, 
This little, pretty body, when I coming 
Forth of tiia temple, heard my beggar-boy. 
My sweet-fac'd, godly beggar-boy. crave an alms. 
Which nitb glad hand I gave, with lucky hand ; 
And when I took thee home, my most chaste bosom 
Methought was till'd with no hot wanton tire. 
But with a holy flame, mounting smce higher. 
On wings of cherubims, than it did before. 

A.ng. Proud am I that my lady'e modest eye 
So likes BO poor a servant. 

Jhr. I have offer'd 
HandfnU of gold bnt to behold thy parents. 

" ' ' ' ' i, were I queen of some, 



e thy parents ; 

Afig. I am not : I did never 
Know who m; mother was ; but, by yon palace, 
Fill'd with bright heav'nty courtiers, I dare assure 
And pawn these eyes npon it, and this hand. 
My father is iu heav'u ; and, pretty njistress, 
If your iltuBtriouB hour-glass spend his sand 
No worse, than yet it doth, upon my life, 
You and 1 both shall meet my father there. 
And be ahall bid you welcome. 

Dor. A bless'd day I 




Id buTiat by Ml crutitori. 
... FB, jriiui lip >ilvui{f U friion to 

TidcBKliii/al^tr'^bodti, Mat itmeti Aan himimrabU tmriat. 
Hi liat ilavt /rent kU prfnm ioett lo vitwtlit ctrcuHmy 
rtflluAiiterai, but tego tK/arOitr. 
EnUr Uirit geoUemeD, Pohtaukb. HAunrH, and Biaiihoht, 
IH iptclaUn of OiefnRtriO. 
Mai. 'TiBatnnge. 
Btavaa. Methinks «o. 
Fimt, In a man bat yono;;,' 
Yet old in judg^nent ', theoric and jiractio 
In all huDunitj ; and, to increase the wonder, 
RelinoQS, yet a soldier. — that fae ahould 
Yield hii me-liring youth a captive, for 
The freedom of bis aged father's corpse ; 

Liberty, hqie of fortone, than it should 
In death be kept from christian ceKmony. 

Mol. Come, 'tis a golden precedent in a sod, 
to let BtroQg nature hare the better hand. 
In BDch a case, of all affected Teason. 
What years ait OQ this CharaJois t 

flemtm. Twenty-eight 
For since the clock did strike him seventeen old, 
Under his father's wing this son hath foaght. 



M FATAL DOWRY. 

SerT*!! sod coramaniled, and bo aptly both, 
That someUnieB he appear'd his father's fktfaer. 
And nerer Ins than his son ; the old man's nrtoes 
So recent in bira, as the world may swear 
Naught but a hir tr«« oould such fair fruit bear. 

Sfal. This momiDg is the funeral I 

Pont. CertuDly, 
And from this prison, — 'twas the son's requesL 

[Oii*iiALori appMu of UK door <if the prison. 
That hia dear father might iuterment have. 
See, the youog son eater'd a lively grave. 

Semim. They come. Observe their order. 
ntfiintralpriieusloninltri, Ciptalni and nldlen. raoamen. 
BaKOHT.A<fl>d la U( dtctaitd. nra oredlton arc miKxg 
t\e tptetaiort. Chakaums rpeakt. 

Char. How like a silent stream shaded with night, 
And gliding soft)]' with our windy righs, 
Hovee the whole trame of this solemnity ! 
Tears, sighe, and blacks, tilling the simile ; 
Whilst I, the only murmur in this grove 
Of death, thuB hollowly break forth 1 — vouchsafe 
To stay awhile. Rest, rest in peace, dear earth I 
Thou that broughtst rest to their unthankful lives, 
Whose cruelty denied tiiee rest in death 1 
Here stands thy poor executor, thy son. 
That makes his life prisoner to bail tliy death ; 
Who gladlier puta on thia captivity, 
Than virgins, long in love, their wedding weeds. 
Of all that ever thou hast done good to. 
These only have good memories ; for tiiey 



All means of thee, her son, but last thyself. 
Ijeaving thy heir so bare and indigent 
He cannot raise thee a poor monument, 
Suah as a flatterer or an usurer bath ; 
'Thy worth in every honeM breast builds one, 
Making their friendly hearts thy funetnl stone. 
Po«t. Sir! 



.ugk 



FATAL I>OWRY. » 

Char. Pe»ee ! peace 1 This Bcena ii wholly mine — 
Whkt ! weep yen, Boldiera t — blanch nut. — R«mont 
H> 1 let me see I my miracle is eas'd ; [weeps. — 

The jailors and the creditora do weep ; 
E'en they that make a* weep, do weep themBelvea. 
Be these thy body's balm : theee, and thy virtoe,— 
Keep thy fame ever odoriferoue, 



Alive Bt , , 

The golden caJf that was an idol, deok'd 

With marble pillars,jet and porphyry. 

Shall quickly both in bona and name consume, 

Tho' wrapt m lead, spice, cerecloth, and perfnme. 

Omditor. Sir 1 

CKar. What ! — away for shame, — you, profane 
HoHt not be mingled with these holy relics : [rogues, 
Thii is a sacrifice— oar show'r shall crown 
His sepulchre with ohre, myrrh, and bays, 
The plants of peace, of sorrow, victory : 
Yourte 



Bom, Look, look, you slaves ! your thankless cruelty, 
And savage manners of unkind Dijon, 
Exhaust uiese floods, and not hla father's death. 



Prial. On. 

CAar. One moment more. 
Bat to beBlow a few poor legacies. 
All I have left in my dead Other's right. 
And I have done. Captain, wear thou those spurs, 
That yet ne'er made his horse mn from a foe. 
Lientenant, thou this scarf ; and may it tie 
Thy valour and thy honesty together, 
Foe BO it did in hun. Ensign, this cuirass. 
Your geoeral's necklace once. You gentle bearers. 
Divide this purse of gold : this other strew 
Among the poor. 'Tis all I have. Romont, 
Wear thou this medal of himself, that like 
A hearty oak grew'et close to this lall pine. 
E'en in the wildest wilderness of war. 
Whereon foes broke their swords, and tir'd themselves i 
Wounded and baek'd ye were, but never fell'd. 
Foi me, my portion provtde in heaven i 

.......Ca.,8lc 



My root is earlli'd, and T, & desoUto branch. 
Left scktleT'd in the highway of the world, ■ 
Trod under foot, that might iiave been a column 
Hainly Bupporting our demolieh'd house. 
This • would I wear U my mhoritance, — 
And what hope can arise to me from i^ 
When 1 and it are here both priaonerB I 
Only may thia, if eyer we be free, 
Keep or redeem me from all in&my. 

Jailor. You must no farther. — 
The priaon limits you, and the credilora 
Exact the sttictnesa. — 



THE OLD LAW : 



promulgation of Vie edict 

Sim. Cleanthea, 
Oh, lad, here's a spring for yoni^ plants to flouriBh 1 
The old trees must down, kept the sun from us. 
We shall rise now, boy. 

CU. Whither, sir, I praj 1 
To the bleak air of storms, among those trees 
Which we had shelter from. 

Sim, Yes, from our growth. 
Our sap and livelihood, and from our fruit. 
What I 'lis not jubiiee with thoe yet, I think ; 
Thou look'st BO sad on 't. How M is thy father t 

CU. Jubilee 1 no, indeed ; 'tis a bad year with me. 

Sim. Prithee, how old 'a thy father I then I can 
tell thee. 

CU. I know not how to answer you, Simonides. 
He is too old, being now expoe'd 



Unto the rigonr of a cruel edict ; 
And jret not old enough hy nun}' years, 
'CMue 1 'd not see him go >d hour before mc 
Sini. These very poudons I apeak to my ie 

&t. V/hy, here 's a TUlain, 
Able to dorrnpt * Ihonsaiid by example. 
DoM the kind root bleed out his lirelihood 
In parent distribution to his branches. 
Adorning tham with all his glorions fmjt*, 
Proud that his pride is seen when he 's nnaei 
And must not gratitude descend again 
To comfort his old limbs in frtutless winter 1 



Does. CouariHU. CLKAimtia, ai Jillactng hit /alhtr't boat 

Ihike. Cleanthes! 

Qmrt. Tis, my lord, and in the place 
Of a chief moamer too, hut strangely hftbited. 

Dake. Yet suitable to his behavionr, mark it ; 
He comes all the way smiling, do yon observe it % 
I never saw a corse bo joyfully follow'd. 
Light colours and light cheeks — who should this be ! 
'Tis a thing worth reaolring. — Cleanthes 

Cle. O my lord t 

Dvix. He laugh'd oatright now. 
Was ever each a contrariety seen 
In natural courses yel, nay, profesa'd openly t 

Cle. Tis, of a heavy time, the joyfull'at day 
That ever son was bom to. 

Dvix. How can that he t 

Cfe. I , - - - 

Dufa. : 

Cmert. Old Leonidea t 

Cie. In his last moiilh dead. 
He begnil'd cruel law the sweetllest 
That ever age was blest to. 
It grieves me that a tear sbonld fall upon 't, 



M OLO Ll.«r. 

Being a thing »o joj^ul, bnt hti memory 
Will work it out, I »ae : whan his poor heart 
Broke, I did not bo much, bnt leap d tor joy 
So mouatingly, I tonoh'd the atwH, methought 
I would Dot hear of blacks, I was bo light, 
But chose a colour orient, like my mind : 
For blacks are often soch dissembling moumere, 
There it do oredit giv'n to 't, it iias lost 
All reputaUon by false sons and widows. 
Now 1 would have men know what I reaemblr, 
A truth, indeed ; 'tie joy clad like a joy, 
Which is more honest than a cunning; grief 
That 's only fac'd with sables for a show. 
But gawdy- hearted. When I saw death come 



And yet too, see dow, of a sudden, 

NamiDg but death, I shew myself a mortal, 

That 's never constant to one passion long ; 

I wonder whence that tear came, when I smll'd 

In the production on 't : Sorrow 's a thief. 

That can, when joy looks on, steal forth a grief. 

But, gracious leave, my lord ; when I've perform'd 

Mj last poor duly to my father's bones, 

I shall return your servant. 



Clsihthb cimetati LpmiciB fa a ucnt aparimail wittfn a 
leoodt aluvt Itbtueif, and Ait ieift Hiffouta, t€ep wateA 
fiiT Ikt mfitf il^ UK OM man. Tliu cumins to Uu Dusk's 
knovjiedffr, ht repairr to the leoofi and maker diacotery of 
Uuplact Khtrt Uu3/ havt hid LiofriDsa, 

de. What 's that I Oh, DotWag but the whisp'ring 

Breathes thro' yon churlish hawthorn, that grew rode 
As if it chid the gentle breath that kiss'd it. 

For in these woods lies hid all my life's treasure. 
Which is tob much ever to fear to lose. 



.......Cu.,8l. 



Thoogb it. be never 1o«t ; and if our waMbfulness 

Ought to be wise and eerioua 'gainat s thief 

That comeB to steal our goods, things all without aa, 

That prove vezatioa often more tbui comfort, 

How mighty ought our provideiice to be 

To prevent tiiose, if any such there vrere. 

That come to rob oar boKom of our joys. 

That only make poor man delight to live I 

Pahaw, I '■« too feufu1_-fie, fie, who con hart me 1 

Bat 'tis a genenl cowardice, that shakes 

The nerves of confidence ; he that hides treaem^. 

Imagines every one thinks of that place, 

When 'tis a thing least minded ; nay, let him change 

The place continually, where'er it keeps. 



A dear one to me. Precious chief of women 1 
How does the good old soul t has he fed well t 

ffip. Beehrew me, sir, be made the heartiest meal (o 
Much good may 't do his health. [day, 

OU. A blessing on thee, 
Both for thy news and wish. 

Jlip. His stomach, sir. 
Is beCter'd woDd'raasly, s 

CU. Heav'n has a bless 

I pritliee, call him forlh, the aii ii much whateaomer. 
Bip. Father. 

Leon. Howiweellysoundstbevoiceofagood woman! 
It is BO seldom heard, that, when it speaks. 
It mvishes all sensea. Lists of honour ! 
I Ve a joy weeps to sea you, 'tis so fnil. 



So gkwiously, 1 know not which are brigbl«et ; 



I find them, u ugeli are foand, by legions. 

A Biffn U IKanl. 
Ha I— 

ieoB. Wh»t was 't distarb'd my joy I 

Cle. Did yon not henr, 
As afar off I 

ff^. What, my exoeUent consort I 

Pfe. Nor yon 

Jlip. I heard a • 

Cle. Hark again 

Leon. Blew my joy. 
What aiU it on a sudden I 

Ck. Now wnce lately 

Lton. 'Tis nothing but a Bymptom of thj care, man. 

Ole. Alas ! yoa do not liear well. 

Ltoa. What was 't, daughter I 

Bip. I heard a somid, twice. 

CU. Hark t louder and nearer. 
In, for the precious good of virtue, quick, air. 
Louder and nearer yet ; at baud, at liand ; 
A hunting here ! 'tis strange I I uever knew 
Game follow'd in these wo^a before. 

Hip. Now let them come, and spore not. 

EnlA- Don, CoorUsn' Attenduti, ai ifhuntiiv 
CU. Hn 1 'ds-^ — is *t not the Duke t look ipar. 

Hip. 'Tis he, bnt what of that t alas I take heed, ur ; 
Your oare will orerthrow ns. 

CU. Com^ it shall not. 
Let '■ set a pleasant face npon onr fears, 
Though our hearts shake with horror. Ha J ba ! ha t 

IkSx. HarlLl 

CU. Pritbee, proceed ; 
I 'm taken with these light things infinitely, 
Since the old man's decease. — Ha 1 ha I ha I — 

I>uice. Why, bow should 1 believe this t Look, he '■ 

As if he liad no such charge. 0ns wUb that care 
Could never be so still ; he liolds hla temper. 
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And 'tis the same bUU ; wilh do difference. 

He brougbt hia father's corpse to the grave with. 

He laugh'd thus then, you know. 

Ormrt, Aye, he may laugh, my lord ; 
That ahewB bat how be glories in bi^ cuDDing ; 
And, perhaps, done more to advance hia wit. 
Than to exprees affection to his father. 
That only be has over.reacb'd the law. 

SiAe. If a contempt con be bo ueatly carried. 

It gives me cause of wonder. 

Cleanthes 

CU. My lov'd lord— 

Duie. Not mov'd a whit I 

Conetant to lightning etJU ! 'tia strange to meet you 

VpoD a ground so uafrec[tiented, sir : 

This does not Gt your passion ; you are for mirth. 

Or I mistake you much. 

CU. But finding it 
Grow to a noted imperfection in me 

iFor any thing too much is vicious), 
come to these disconsolate walks of purpoae 
Only to dull and take away the edge on 't. 
I ever had a greater zeal to sadness, 
A natural propeosion, I confess, my lord. 
Before that chearful accident fell out, — 
If I may call a father's funeral cbearful, 
Without wrong done to duty or my love. 

Ditke, It seems then you take pleasure in these 
walks, sir 1 

CU. Contemplative content I do, my lord ; 
They bring into my mind oft meditations 
So sweetly precious, that in the parting 
I And a shower of grace upon my cheeks. 
They take their leave so feelingly. 

Duix. So, air 

CU. Which ia a kind of grave delight, my lord. 

I>aJce. And I 've small eause, Cleanthes, to afford yon 
The least delight that baa b name. 

Oe. My lord 

Ikike. Id your excess of joy you have exprees'd 
Yonr niucour aud contempt against my law i 

......Cooglc 



Your smiles deserve fimog ; jiaii luTe proteu'd 

Deri^OQ openly ev'n to my Bice, 

Which might be death, a little more iQceneed. 

You do not come (or any freedom here. 

But for a project of your own ; 

Bnt all that 's Lnown to be coutentfiil to thee, 

Shall in the use prove deadly. Your life 'e iiiine, 

If ever thy presumption do but lead thee 

Into these waltis again aye, or that woman — i — 

I '1] have them watch'd a purpone. 

lit (krarL Now, now, his colour ehba and flows. 

2nd CouH. Mark hers too. [no«' 1 

Hip. Oh 1 who shall hrlng food to the poor old mai 
Speak somewhat, good sir, or we ore lost for ever. 

lAparl U Ci-uKTHsa 

CU. Oh I you did wondrous ill to call me again. 
There are not words to help us. If I iutre&t, 
'Tis found ; that will betray us worse than silence. 
Prithee, let heaven atone, and let's say nothing. 

lAraH to HrppoiiTi 

\)t Cawrt, You have struck them dumb, my lord. 

2iid Covrt, Look how ruilt looks 1 



: bow guilt 
CU. He is safe still, when 



Hip. Oh ! you do ill to doubt it. \ Apart, 

CU. Thou art all goodness. J 

Ind Ckmrt. Now does your grace believe I 

JhiJet. 'Tis too apparent. 
Search, make a «>ee<)y search ; for the imposture 
Cannot be far off, by the fear it sends. 

CU. Ha ! [lay lord, 

2nd Conrt. He has the lapwing's cunSiug, I 'm abaid, 
That cries most when she is fatthest from the nest. 

CU. Oh 1 we are betrayed. 

[Then la an eigufanenm of moral MoalblUtr, makliig (Hie to 

Kih aut tears of delight, and a nietktil UrannnaH In lU the 
probable drcumatuinB of tliJs Wild play, whitfi an onlika an; 
thing in th« dniEBg nblcb Maiabii«r anote alone. The iMtlioa 
|9 of a lubUer edgd. NiddleCon and RonteT, who aailattd la tbli 
play, had both o( ihani toer genluisi than Uwlr aaaodate.] 



^mffth tilaWrlicd by tit ci«t/iiiion of Mi intaila ,- but lii 
dii^act ofliitviKBliatntupicUd/oTa Irallor bn liii rofal 



Adm. Welcome my injured Beirant : wb&t a miBcrj' 
Have they mode on Uie« t 

AL Though EomG chAn^ appear 
Upon my body, whose severe affliction 
Hath brought it thuB to be sustain'd by otheni, 
Hy heart is Btill the same in faith to you, 
Not broken witb their rage. 

Adm, AIbb poor man. 
Were all my joys essentuU, and io mighty. 
As the affected world believes I taste, 
This object were enough t' unsweeten all. 
Though, in Ihj absence, I had suffering, 
And felt wilbm me a strong sympathy. 
White for my sake their cruelty did vex 
And fright tliy nerves with horror of (by sense, 
Yet in this spectacle 1 apprehend 
More grief, than all my imagination 
Could let before into me. Uidat not cone me 
Upon the tortnre 1 

Al. Good my lord, let not 
The tbongbt of what I suffer'd dwell upon 
Your memory ; they could not punish more 
Thtu what my duty did oblige to bear 
For you and justice : but there 's something in 
Your looks presents more fear, than all the maUce 
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M CHABOT. 

Of my tonnentoTB coald affect mj soDl vi^ 

That paJeueBB, and the otlii^ forme yoa vear. 

Would well become a guilty admiral, one 

Lost to his hopes and honour, not the man 

Upon whoffi life the fury of injuatice, 

Arra'd with fierce lightning and Ihe power of thunder, 

Con make no breach. 1 wag not rack'd till now. 

There 'a more death in that falline eye, than all 

Rage ever yet brought forth. What accident, tar, can 

Can be so black oad fatal, to distract [blaet. 

The cslin, the triumph, that should ait upon 

Yonr noble brow : mirforlune could have uo 

Time to conspire with fate, since you were reaoued 

By the great arm of Providence ; nor cui 

Those garlands, that now grow about your for^ead. 

With ^1 the poison of the world be blasted. 

Adm. Allegre, thou dost bear Ihy wounda up<Hi thee 
In wide and spaoioua eharaclers, but in 
The volume of my eadness thou dost wont 
An eye to read. An open force hath torn 
Thy manly ^news, which some time may oure. 
The engine ia not seen that wounds thy master ; 
Past all the remedy of art, ur lime. 
The flatteries of court, of fame, or honouis. 
Thus in the eununer a tall flourishiog tree. 
Transplanted by sOong hand, with all her leaves 
And blooming pride upon her, makea a show 
Of spring, tempting the eye with wanton blosBoma : 

Tlie dewB of morning, or the teara of night. 

Can root her Hbrea in the earth again ; 

Or make her bosom kind, to growth and bearing : 

But the tree withers ; and those very beams. 

That once were natural warmth to her soft verdure. 

Dry up her aap, and shout a fever through 

The barkandrindp'tilL she becomes a burden 

To that which gave her life : so Chabot, Cbabot 

- Al. Wander in apprehension I I must 
Suspect your health indeed. 

Adm. No, no, thou ehalt not 
Be troubled : I but stin-'d tliee with a moral, 
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nit ^aitr<iflXe Adhiiui, t 



King. Say, hon is niir admiral I 
The tnith upon thy life. 

FoA. To secure hia, 1 would you bad. 

Kinp. Ha I who durat oppuse him I 

Fain. One tbftt haih power eaoagh, hath pntetn'd on 
And made hia great heart stoop. {him. 

King, I will rereiige it 
With critahing, cniBhing that rebellious power 
To nothing. Name him. 

Fath. He wsB his friend 

Kin^. What miacliief hath eogendejr'd 
New storms t 

Path. *Tis the old tampeat. 

Kinff. Did not we 
Appeaae ali horrora that look'd wild upon him 1 

Path. You drest hia wonnda, I maat eonfeea, but made 
No cure ; they bleed afresh : pardon me, sir ; 
Although your conBeienoe have closed too Boon, 
He is in danger, and doth want new BUrgery ; 
Though he be right in fame, and your opinion, 
He thinks yoa were unkind. 

King. Alas, poor Chabot : 
Doth that afflict him I 

FalA. So mush, though he strive 
With most rcBolv'd and adamantine nerves, 
Aa ever human fire in flesh and blood 
Foi^d for example, to bear all ; so killing 
The arrowa that you shot were (still, your pardon) 
No centaur's blood could rankle ao. 

King. If thia 
Bflall, 1 11 cure him. Kinga retain 
More balaam in their soul, than hurt in anger. 

Falh. Far short, air; with one breath they nncreate: 
And fcinga, with only worde, more wounds oan make 
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ICO CTIIABOT. 

'Tis dangemoB to pi*; too wOd a dcBoint 
Od DumerouB virtae ; though it become princet 
To assure their kdyentura made id every thing. 
Goodness, couflu'd within poor flesh and blood, 
HatJi but a queszy and still sicklj' state ; 
A musical hand should only pla;^ on her. 
Fluent aa air, yet erery touch command. 

King. No more : 
Gimmepd us to the admiral, and brj 
The king will rint him, and bring healttt. 

Path. I will not doubt that blessing, and shall more 
Hnnbly vith this command. 



Kns. Adhibal. Hlimlfi,a>ia/alhtr. 
King. No ceremonial knees : 

le thy heart, my dear, my honest Chabot ; 



With care of my best life ; no violence 

Shall ravish it from my possession ; 

Not those distempers that infirm my blood 

And spirits, shall betray it to a fear : 

When time and nature join to dispoxaeHs 

My body of a cold and tanguifihing breath ; 

No stroke in all my arteries, but silence 

In every faculty ; yet dissect me then. 

And in my heart the world shall read thee living ; 

And, by the virtue of thy name writ there, 

Tliat part of me shall never putrify. 

When I am lost in all my other dust. 

Adm. You too much honour your poor serrant, sL 
My heart despairs so rich a monument. 
But when it dies — 

King. I wo' not hear a sonnd 
Of any thing that trenched upon death. 
He speaks Uie funeral of my crown, that prophesies 
So unkind a fate : we '11 live and die together. 
And by that duty, which bath taught you hitherto 
All loyal and just services, I charge thee, 
Presetre thy heart for me, and thy Nward, 
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CHABOT. Ull 

Which oow shall crown thy merito. 

Adm, I bare found 
A glorious harvest in your farouT, sir ; 
Aod by this overflow of royal grace. 
All my deserts are ataadowa and fly &om me : 
I have Dot in the wealth of my desires 
Enough to pay you now 

JTtfljf. Bxpress it in aome joy then. 

Adm. I will strive 
To shew that pious gratitude t« you, bat 

Kinff. But what I 

Adm. My frame bath lately, air, hoen ta'en a pieces, 
And but now put together ; the least force 
Of mirth will shake and uojoint all my reuon. 
Yonr patience, royal sir. 

King, I'll have do patience. 
If thou foraet the courage of a man. 

Adm. V^ strength would flatter me. 

King. PhyNciana, 
Now I begin to fear bta apprehennon. 
Why bow is Chabot's spirit fall'n ! 

Adm. Who would not wish to live to serve your 

Stand from me. You betray me with your feara. 
The plummets amy fall off that hang upon 
My heart, they were hut thoughts at first ; or if 
Th^y weigh me down to death, let not my eyes 
Cloee with anotber object than theAing. 

King. In a prince 
What a swift executioner ia a frown, 
Espedally of great and noble aoula ! 
How is it with my Philip t 

Adm, I must beg 
One other boon. 

King. Upon condition 
My Chabot will collect his scatter'd spirits. 
And be himself again, be ehall divide 
My kingdom with me. 

Adm. I observe 
A fierce and lullmg wrath engender'd in you ; 
For my sake, as yon wish ma streagtb to aerve you, 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 



IM MAIIrS RETENaB. 

Fai^ve jour cbanceUor* ; let not the starj 
Of PliiHp Chabot, read hereafter, draw 
A tear from any family ; I beseech 
Your royal roercy on his life, and free 
RemiMlon of all Beiznre npoii his state. 
i have DO comfort else. 

Sing, EadeiTour 
Bat thy own health ; and proDoanee general pardon 
To all through France. 

A dm. Sir, 1 muHt kneel to thank yon ; 
It is not seal'd else. Your blest hand : live ba]^7. 
May all you trust have no lees faith tbin Chabot. 
Oh ! ilHa. 

Wife. His heart is broken. 

F<Uha: And kneehng, sir; 
As his ambition were io death to shew 
The truth of his obedience. 



THE MAID'S RBVBNQE: 



invitti AnTOnm I 



i. The noble courtesies I have . 



At Lisbon, worthy JrieDd, so much engage me, 
That I must die inUebted to your worth, 
UnleHB yoD mean to accept wliat I have Btudied, 
Although but portly, to discharge the sum 
Due to your honour'd love. 

Ant. How now, Sebistiano, will you forfeit 
The name of friend, then \ I did hope our love 
Had out-grown cumptiment. 



t Shiiltij diiDU B plue sminigit the worlMv of tUg perlDd. 
BotBomadifQrmytrMmiMideDt geDiuila bhn ie U .i tbfcthBwat 
Uu lut of ■ grwt rua, kU of Htiom niolH Deulv tba um» languid 
ud lud B »t af mam1'f«9Uiiga uti nnliotis 111 omuDDD. A aew 
lui^uiga luid quite B uaw tun of tra^c oad eomle lnt«r«flt cam« 
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3A. I spake mj thou^ta ; 
My tongue and heart &re relatives ; I tbink 
I hare deserv'd no base opinion from you ; 
I wieh not only to parpetuale 
Our friendsbip, but t' exchange that commoD name 
Ot frieod for — 

Ant. What! take heed, do not profane : 
Woaidat tbon be more than &iend t it ii a name 
Virtue can only answer to : couldal thou 
Unite into one ali goodneea whatsoe'er 
Hortality can boast of, thou ahalt find 
The circle narrow-bounded to oootain 
This swelling treasure ; every good admits 
Degrees, but this being bo good, it cannot : 
For he's no friend is not auperlative. 
Indulgent parents, brethren, kindred, tied 
By the natural flow of blood, alhancea, 
And what you can imagine, is too light 
To weigh with name of friend : they execnie 
At best but wluil a nature prompts them to ; 
Are often lees than friends, when they remain 
Onr kinsmen still ; but friend is never lost. 

Seb. Nay then, Antonio, you mistake ; I mean not 
To leave off friend, which, with unother title. 
Would not be lost. Come then, I'll tell you, sir ; 
I would be friend and brother : thus our friendship 
Shall, like a diamond set in gold, not lose 



I might seem partial, their birth and fortunes 
Deserving noble love ; if tfaon be'st free 
From other fair engagement, I would be proud 
To apeak them worUiy : come, shatt lo and see Cliei 
I would not beg tbem suitors ; feme hath spread 
Through Portugal their persons, and dmwn to Avei 
Many affectionate gallants. 

AtU. Catalina and Berintlua. 

SA. The same. 

AtU. Report speaks loud their beauties, and no 1( 
Virtue in either. Well, I see you strive 
To leave no merit where you mean to bononr. 



IM MAID'S RETBNaE. 

1 cannot ottierwifle eaoape the cenflare 
Ot one nngmteTuI, but by waiting on yon 
Home to Avero. 

Seb, Yon shall honour me. 
And glad my noble &theF, to whom you are 
No stranger ; your own worth before bath been 
Sufficient preparatioD. 

Ant. Hal 
I have not so much cboice, Sehaatiano : 
Bnt if one siater of Anlonio's 
Hay have a eommendation to your thongbte, 

Swill Dot spend mnch art in praising her, 
er virtue sjieak itself) I shall be happy ; 
And be confirm'd your brother, thougli I misa 
Acceptance at Avero. 

Sei. Still you out-do me, I conld never wish 
My aervioe better placed. At opportunity 
1 11 visit you at Elvas ; i' the mean lime 
Let 's haste to Avero, where with you I '11 briug 
My double welcome, and not fail to second 
Any design. 



Vil. Old Caspar's house is hanour'd by such guesls. 
Kow, by the tomb of my progenitors, 
I envied that your fame should yiait me 
So oft without your person. Sebastiano 
Hath been loog happy in your noble friendship, 
And cannot but improve himself in virtues, 
That lives so near your love.— You shall dishonour me. 
Unless yoD think yourself as welcome here 
As at your Elvas castle. Villarezo 
Was once as you are, epri^tly ; and though I say it, 
Maintain'd my father's reputation. 
And honour of our house, with actions 
Worthy our name and fapiily ! bnt now 
Time hath let fall cold bdow upon my hairs, 
Plough'd on my brows the furrows of hUi anger, 



HAtD-B RETENQE. IM 

Diafumish'd me of utive blood, and wntpt ms 
Half in my seu-cloth, yet 1 have a mind 
That bida me hoaour virtue, where I gee it 
Bud forth and spring bo hopefullj. 

Ani, YoD speak all aoblenesB, and encourage me 
To speod the greenuen of my rising years 
So to th' advantage, that at lost I nuy 
Be old like jou. 

VU. Daughters, q>eak his velcome. — 

Airniswli>m and iiMnta ftyBtainraii, tlu gmaiger litler, 
CArrjiHnK Outlier it jiaictUtaiiApioti tc tjJutf^liertUttr 
ifptiiim. AmoHioriieuaStiiaiaiA/roiatkeriitilltUwe 
jtatowf lif her liitiT, and carriahtr off to ElBot ClUlll i 



Ant. The welcom'st guest that ever EItob had. 

Sister — VilUndras j'ou 're not sensible 

What treasure you poaaeag. I have no loves, 
I would not here divide. 

Coat. Indeed, madam, 
Yon are as welcome here as e'er my mother was. 

Vm. And you are here oh safe, 
As if you had lui army for your guard. 
Nor think my noble oousin meaneth you 
Any dishonour here. 

Aitt. Disbononr 1 'tis a language 
I never understood yet. Throw off your fears, 
Berinthia you 're in the power of him. 
That dares not thiuk the least diehoDoar to you. — 
Come, be not sad. 

Cait. Put on fresh bloodi jouore not cheaiful, liDW 

Ber. I know not hov, nor what to answer you ; 
Your loves I cannot be ungrateful to ; 
You 're my beat friends I think, bnt yet I know not 
With what consent you brought my body hither. 

Ant. Can you be ignorant what plot was laid 
To take your iut life from you t 



.ugk 



IM MAID'S BEVKNOK. 

Ber, If ttll be not & drsam, I da ratnember 
YoQC Bervknt Diego told ma wonderH, Mid 
1 owe f ou for my preservation, but — 

Cfot. It is your bappiaesa you hiva escaped 
Tbe malice of your sisWr. 

F^;. And it ia worth 
A noble gratitude to haie been qnit 
Br such an bonourer aa Antonio ia 
OffairBerintlila. 

Ber. Oh, but my father ; under wbose dlepleasure 

Ant. You are necore — 

Ba: Ah the poor deer that being punmed, for safety 
Gets up ft rock that OTerhaoga the aet,. 
Where all that she can aee is hei" deatnictiou ; 
Before, the waves ; behind, her enemies. 
Promise her certain ruin. 

AiU. Feign not yourself so hapless, my Berinthia. 
Raiiw yonr dejected thouglits, bo merry, com^ 
Think I am your Anloaio. 

Oat. 'Tib not wiadom 
To let our pasaed fortunes trouble us ; 
Since, were they bad, the memory is sweet 
That we have past them. Look before you, lady ; 
The future most concemeth. 

DiiGo, a dimtilie, iKltri, and aimmintti Uiat BiaiBTtuiD ii 

Ant. Your brother, lady, and ray honour'd friend. 
Why do the gatea not apread themselves to open 
At his arrival t Sforza, 'tis Berinthia's hrother ; 
Sebastiano, th' eiample of all worth 
And friendship, is come after hia sweet Mater. 

£er. Alas, I fear. 

Atit. Bd not Bueh a coward, lady, he cannot come 
Without all goodneSB waiting on him. Sfotxa, 
Sforia, I Bay, what precioua time we lose I 
Sebastiano — I almost lose myself 
In joy to meat him. Break the iron bars. 
And give him entrance. — SebaaUano "b come 

Ber. Sent by loy father to 
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jlnl. What T to 9ee tbee. He shall see thee here, 
ReepecCed like thyself, Berinthia, 
Attended with Antonio, begirt 

SuuBTiANo (nlert, «flA Count de Hdhti Niuro, hii/ricna. 

Ant. Oh, my friend. 

8eb. 'Tis yet in queation, ur, aud will not be 
So easily prov'd. 

Ant. What face have jou put on 1 am I awako. 
Or do I dreatn SebaBliano frowna ! 

Seb. Antonio, (for here I throw off all 
The lies of love) I come to fetch a Hialec 
Dishonourably taken from her father ; 
Or with my sword to force thee render "hfa : 
Now if thou be'st a soldier, redeliver. 
Or keep her with the danger of tliy person. 

Ant. Promise me the hearing. 
And ahalt have any satiafactiun, 
Becomes my fame. — 

Wer't in yonr power, would you not account it 
A precious victory, in your sister's cauae, 
To dye your sword with any blood of him, 
Sav'd both her life and honour I 

Seb. Why, would you have me think 
My sister owes to you each preservation t 

Ant. Oh Sebaatiano I 
Thou dost not think what devil lies at home 
Within a sister's bosom. Catalina 
(I know not with what worst of envy) lud 
Force (u this goodly building, and through poison 
Had robh'd the earth of more than all tlie world. 



And lord hanself of (his p< . . 

Just at that time ; but hear, and tremble al 
She by a cunning poison should have breath'd 
Her aoul into his arms within two hours. 
And so Valasco should have honie the shame 
Of theft aud murder. 



IM MAID'S 

Seb. You amaze me, sir. 

A nt. Tia true, by honour'B self : bear it confina'd ; 
And when yoa will, I am ready, 

Seb. I cannot but belieie IL Oh Bermthia, 
I "m wounded ere I fight. 

Ani. Holds your rcBolve yet constant ! if joa hare 
Belter opinion of your swori, than truth, 
I am bound to answer : but I would I liu 
Such an advantage 'gainst another man, 
As Uie justice of my cause ; all valour fights 
But witli a sail against it. 

Seb. But will you back with me then ! 

Ber. Excuse me, brother ; I shall fall too soon 
Upon my sister's malice, whose foul guilt 
Will make me expect more certain ruin. 

ArU. Now Sebastiano 
Pats on his iiidgment, and assumes his nobleness 
Whilst he loves equity. 

Seh. And shall I csrrj' shame 
To Villarezo'a house, neglect of father, 
Whose preeeptB bind me to re(uni witii her. 
Or leave my life at Elvas ! I must on. 
I have heard you to no purpose. Shall Beriothia 
Back to Avero I 

Aifl. Sir, she must not yet ; 
-Tia dangerous. 

Seb. Choose thee a second then : this count and I 
Mean to leave honour here. 

ViU. Honour me, ur. 

Ani. 'Tia done. Sebastiano shall report 
Antonio just : and, noble Sforza, swear 
Upon my sword (Oh, do not hinder me) 
Ifvictory crown SeWtiano's arm, 
I charge Uieo by thy honesty reatoro 
This lady to him ; on whose tip I seal 
My unstain'd faith. 
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CatL He that hMb Bent you, sir, this gift, did love 
You 'II iay yourgelE he did. [jou ; 

3eb. Ha, ouna him prithee. 

C<al. The friend 1 came from waa Aotoaio. 

Sdt. Who hath sent thsa 
To tempt Sebaatiana's soul to act od thee 
Aaather death, far thus affrighting iiie t 

Catt. Indeed I do oot mod;, nuF come to affriglit 

Heaven knows my heart. I know Antonio's dead. 
But 'twas a gift be in hia life deaign'd 
To you. and I have brought it. 

&6. Thou doBt not promise coienage : nhatgiftia'tl 

Colt. It ia myaelf, air ; nhilat Antonio lir'd, 
I waa hia boy ; but oever did boy loea 
So liind a maater ; in hia Ufe he promia'd 
He would bcBtow me (so much was hia lose 
To my poor merit) on liie dearest friend, 
And named you, sir, if heaven should point out 
To over-live him, for he knew you would 
Love me the better for bis Bake ; indeed 
I will be very honeat to you, and 
Refuse no seryice to procure your love 
And good opinion to me. 

Sdt. Can it be 
Thou wert ius boy 1 Oh, thou shouldst hate me then. 
Thou art false, I dare not ti'ust thee ; nnio him 
Thou shen'et thee now unfaithful, to accept 
Of me ; I kill'd &y master. 'Twas a friend 
He Gould commit tbea lo ; I only was, 
Of all the stock of men, hia enemy. 
His omel'sl enemy. 

Ctat. Indeed I am aore it was ; he apoke all truth ; 
And, had he 1iv*d to have made hia will, I know 
He had bequeath'd me as a legacy, 
To be your boy ; alas, I am wdling^ sir, 
To obey him in it : had he laid on me 
Command, to have mingled with his sacred dust 
My nnprolltable blood, it ahonld have been 
A moet glad saerifioe, and 't had been honour 

..,..„Cu.,8lc 
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To have done him such a duty : sir, I knoir 
Yoa did not iiill liim with k heul of nutlice, 
Bat in coatention with yoor very ooul 
To port with him. 

Sfb. All iB IS tnia 
Aa oraete by heaven ; dost thou believe so t 

Ciat. Indeed I do. 

Sei. Yet be not rash i 
Tie DO advantage to belong to me : 
1 have Qo power nor greatneea in the court 
To raise thee to t, fortune worthy of 
So much observaaee, as I shall expect 
When thou art mine. 

Colt. All the ambilion of my thaughte stuU be 
To do iny duty, »ir, 

Seb. Besides, I shall affiict thy tendemeaa 
With solitude and pas^n : for I am 
Only in love with Borrow, never merry, 
Wear oat the day in telling of sad tales. 
Delist in aighe and tears ; sometimes I walk 
To a wood or river, purposely to challenge 
The boldest echo to send back my groans 
In th' height I break them. Come, I shall undo thee. 

Gael. Sir, I shall be most happy to bear pari 
In any of your sorrows ; I oe'er had 
So hard a heart but I could shed a tear 
To bear my master company. 

Seb. I will not leave thee, if thou 'It dwell with me. 
For wealth of Indies ; be my loved boy. 
Coma in with me ; thus I'll begin to da 
Same recompence for dead Antonio. 

Cast. Sir,ifthe opportunity luae 
To comfort you be held a faull,and that 
I keep not distance of a servant, lay it 
Upon my love ; indeed, if it be an error. 
It springe out of my duty. 
. 3eb. Prithee boy, be patienL 
' -T&e more I strive to throw off the remembrance 

..,..„Cu.,8k' 
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Of dad ADtonio, loia Btill rubs the woanda 
To make them bleed sfreah. 
Cait. AUb, thaf >re past ; 
Bind up your own for honour's sake, uid ehew 
Lorn to yourself ; pray do not lose your reaaon. 
To nuUte your grief so firuilleas, 1 have proeup'd 
o !. _-_ ' It those sad thoughts 

boy, it will bat add more weight 
Of dullnesa on me ! I am stunfi with irorse 
Than the taraatnla, to be cor'd with music ; 
It has 1h' exacteet onity, but it cannot 
Accord my thoughtB. 

Oait. Sir, this yonr conch 
Seems to invite some small repose ; 
Ob, I beseech yon taste it. I will beg 
A little leave to sing. ISke nnjra. 

Catt. Sweet sleep charm hie sad eeosea : 
And gentle thoughts let fall 
YoiiT flowing numbers here ; and round about 
Hover celestial angela with your wings, 
That Doue otTead liis quiet. Sleep begins 
To cast hie nets o'er me too ; I'll obey. 
And dieam on him that dreams not what 1 am. 

Ber. Nature doth wreette with me, but revenge 
Doth arm my love against it ; justice is 
Above aU tie of blood. SebaBllano, 
Thou art the first shall tell Autenio's ghost. 
How much I lov'dhim. 

Sib. (aoMng.) Oh, slay thy hand, Derinthia 1 no : 
Than 'st done 't. I wish thee heaven's rorgiveness. I 
Tarry to hear thy reasons ; at many doors [cannot 
My hfe runs out, and yet BerJuthia 
Dutb in her name give ma more wounds than these. 
Antonio, Oh, Autonio : we shall now 
Be friends ag»in. [DUt. 
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Qu«n>. How is it with my child t 

Sar. I know j'oa love me : 
Yet I rnnet tell you tnitb, I cannot live. 
And let this comfort yuu, death will not coma 
Unwelcome to your son. I do not die 
Against mv will ; and baying my deures, 

Q^fen^ What is 't halh made 
The thought of life unpleaBant ! which does court 
Thy dwelling here, with all delights that nature 
And art can study for thee, rich in all things 
Thy wish can be ambitious of, yet all 
These treasures nothing to thy mother's love, 
Which U> enjoy Ches would defer a white 
Her thought of going to boayen. 

liar. O take beed, mother. 
Heaven has a spacious ear, and pnwer tc punish 
Yoor too much love with my eternal absence. 
1 beg your prayers and blessing. 

Quc«n. Thou art dejected. 
Have but a will, and live. 

J?ar. 'Tis in vain, mother. 

Queen, ^k with a fever into earth ! 
Look op, thoD shalt not die. 

Mar. I have a wound within, 
You do not see, more Idlluig Ihui all fevers. 

.......Ca.,8lc 
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Qaem. A noand 1 wbere 1 who boa martfaer'd thee t 



Queen, Ha I furies pereecutti him. 

Mar. Oh pray for hiro ; 
It U my duly, though iie gave nte death. 
He is my father. 

Queen. How, thy f&lher t 

Uar. He told me eo, uid Kith that hreath destroy'd 
I Felt it Btrike upon my epinU, mother ; [me. 

Wonld I had na'er been bora 1 

Queen. Beliere him not. 

Har. Oh do cot add another ein to what 
Ib done already ; death is ciiaritable. 
To quit me from the ecorn of nil the world. 

Qaeen, By all my hopes. Golharus has abused thee. 
Thon art tlie lawful burthen of my wumb ; 
Thy father Altomanu. 

Mar. Hal 

Qaeen, Before whose spirit (long aiace taken up 
To meet with saints and troops angelical) 
I dare again repeat, thoa art hia son. 

ffar. Ten thousand blessings now reward my mother i 
Speak it again, and I may live ; a stream 
Of pious joy runs through me ; to my soul 
You 'ye struck a harmony, oext that in beaven. 
Can you without a blush call me your child, 
Aad son of Altomarus I all that's holy 
Dwell in your blood for ever : speak it once, 
But once again. 

Qaeen. Were it my latest breath J 
Thou 'rt bis aud mine. 

Mar. Enough, my tears do flow 
To give you thanks for 't i I would yon could resoh 
But one truth mors 1 whi "' ' ■ " -' 
CaU me the issue of hia bl 

Queen. Alas, 
He thinks thou art. 

Mar. What are those words t I am 
UodoDe again. 

Qwen- Ha 1 

Mar. 'Tia too htte 

To call 'em back. U« thinks I am his bod. 

......Cuuglc 
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Qumh. I tuTs oonfew'd too much, and tremble with 
The irnkgiaBtion. Forgive me, child, 
And heaveii, if there be mercy to ■ erfane 
So blu:k, u I must now, to quit thy fun, 
S*y I 'ye been gnilty of : we li»»e been sinful, 
And I wu not uawilling to oblige 
Hii active brain foe thy advancement, by 
Abu»ng hia belief thou werl Mb oirn. 
But tboa lUBt DO Buch etain ; thy birth i» innocent. 
Or may I periah ever ; 'ds a atrange 
Confenion to a child, bnt it may drop 
A baUam to thy wonnd. Live, my Haraldue, 
If not, for this, to Bee my penitence. 
And with what teara I '11 wash away my aln. 

Baf, 1 am no bastard tiien 

Quten. Tbou art not. 

ffar. But 
I am not found, while you are lost. No time 
Can reetore vou. My spirits faint 

Qiietn. Will nothing comfort thee t 

Har. Give me your blessing ; and, within my heart, 
1 11 pray yon may have many. My aaul Siei 
'Bove this vain worid : good mother, oloae mine eyes. 

Qu^M. Nevar died ho much sweetness in bis years ■. 



THE BROTHERS : 



Per. Why doea not all the stook of thander fall t 
Or the fierce winds, from their cloae cares let lo 
Nowsl ■ • 
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Ann. Fm, noble brother, what eui m dejsct 
Your mtwculine thoughtH t U this done like Fernando, 
Whose resolute eoul so lute was anii'd to fight 
With all the miaaries at mao, and triumph 
With paUeDce uf a martyr I I obeerved 
My (athor lalo come from you. 

Rr. Yes, Franciaco : 
He hath left his cunti upon mo. 

Pran. How t 

Fer. His curse ; dost comprebeud what that woi'd 

Shot from a father's ajigry breath I nolesa 

1 tear poor Felis&rda from my heart. 

Be hath pronoimo'd me heir to all lua corses. 

Poee this fright thee, Fnnciaca I Thon bast cause 

To dance in soul for this ; 'tia only I 

Must lose, and inoum ; thou shalt have all ; 1 am 

Degraded from my birth, while he aSects 

Thy forward yoath, and only calls thee son, 

Sod of liis active spirit, and applauds 

Thy progress with Jacinta, in whose smilea 

Thou may'st see all thy wiehes waiting fur thee i 

Whilst poor Fernando for her sake must stand 

An eiconiiQunicate from every blessiog, 

A thing that dare not give myself a name, 

Bat flung into the wodd'a neeeesities. 

Until in time, with wonder of my wants, 

1 turn a ragged statne, on whose forehead 

Each clown may carve bis motto. 



FUHIKDO. 

Per. This turn is fatal, and affrights me ; but 
Heaven has more charity than to let him die 
Witii sueh a hard heart ; 'twere a sin, next his 
Want of compassion, to suspect he can 
Take hia eCenial flight, and leave Fernando 
This desperate legacy ; he will change the enrse 
Into some little prayer, 1 hope ; and then 
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Etiler Bamni and Phfiklsn. 

Ser. MiJie haste, I beseech you, doctor. 

Pky. Noble FernBDdo. 

At. As you would havemeDthinkyourartismeaat 
Kot to kbuse miuikmd, employ it all 
To cnra my poor sick fatber. 

Phy. Fear it not, sir. 

[£n«nt Fhrilclui and Bansnb 

Fer. Bot there is more than your thin skill requii'd. 
To slate ■ health ; your recipes, perplexl 
With longh names, are but nKickeries and noise, 
WithoDt some dew from heaven, to mix and maJce 'em 
Thrire in the application : what now t 



Ser. Oh sir, I am sent for the confeasor. 
The doctor fears him much ; your brother aaya 
Yoa must have patience ; and not enter, air j 
Your father is a going, good old man, 
And, having made him heir, he's loth your preset) 
Should iDtemipt hia journey. [. 

Psr. FrsDcisco may be honest, yet methinks 
It would become his love to interpose 
For my access, at such a needful hour. 
And mediate for ray blesBiog ; not assist 
Unkindly thus my hanishment. I 'U not 
Be lost so tamely. Shall my father die, 

And not Fernando take hia leave 1 1 dare cot 

"If thoa dost hope I should take off this curae, 
Do not approach until I send - *^ 'twas so ; 
And 'tis a law (hat binds above my blood. 

EnUt CoDtftMt and Bsrvuit. 

Make haste, good father, and if heaven deny 
Him life, let not his charity die too : 
One cnrae may sink us both. Say how I kneel. 
And beg he would bequeath me but hia blessing. 
Then, ttiough Fraucieco be his heir, 1 shall 
Live h^py, and take comfort in my tears, 
When 1 remember him ho kind a father. 
Cm^. It ia your duty. [i 
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Per. Do my holy office. 
Thoae fond philoeophera that magnify 
Onrhaman nature, and did boast we had 
Sneh a prerogative in our rational soul, 
CoDTera'd but little wi^ the world, eonflii'd 
To cells, and unfrequented woods, the; knew not 
The fierce Teiation of commnnity ; 
Else they had taught, our reason is our lose, 
And but a privilege cKat exceedeth sense 
By nearer apprehension of what wounds, 
To know ouTselTea most miserablo. My heart 

Enttr Phjibilaa and Fauicieco. 
Is teeming wilh new fears, — Ha I is he dead I 

Phy. "^0% dead, but in a desperate condition ; 
And ao that tiltJe breath remains we have 
Heniitted to this confessor, whose office 
Is all that 's left 

Ffr. Is he not merciful to Ferunndo yet ! 
No talk of met 

PAy. I find he takes no pleasnre 
To hear you named : Francisco to ua all 
He did confirm his heir, with many blessings. 

Per. And not left one for me 1 Oh Uke me in, 
ThoD gentle earth, and let me creep through all 
Thy dark and hollow crannies, till I find 
Another way to come into the world j 
For all the* air I breathe in here is poison'd. 

Pran. We mnst haie patience, brother, it was i 
Ambitions thought of mine to supplant you ; 
He may live yet, and you be reeoncil'd. 

Per. That was some kindness yet, FronciKO : b 
I charge thee by the nearness of our blood. 
When I am made this mockery and wonder, 
I knownot where to find out charity. 
If unawares a chance direct my weary 
And wither'd feet to some fair hoizse of thine. 



Ill THE BROTHBRB. 

Enltr CoDteanr. 

Pratt. Leave these inugin'd horrora, I miist irot 
Live when lay brother ia thas miserable. 

Fer. There'ssomethingiD that face looks comfortably. 

Con/. YoQF father, air, i> dead. His will to make 
Frandseo the sole muter of his fortUDei 
Is now irrevocable : a sniall peairion 
He hath given you for life, which, with his hlesuag, 
Is all the beiMfit I bring. 

Per, Ha I blessing I speak it again, good father. 

Conf, I did apply some lenitives to soften 
His anger, and prevail'd ; yonr father hath 
Reversed that heavy censure of his curse. 
And in the place b«queath'd. his prayer and blessing. 

Ftr. I am new created by hia charity. 

Conf. Some ceremonies are behind : He did 
Desire to be interr'd within oar convent. 
And left hia sepulture to me ; I lun con^dent, 



His bi . 

ll doe obeeqnii 

Ftr. Why you alone obey ! I am yonr brother : 
Hy father's eldest bod, though not Us h^. 

Fran. It pleaa'd my father, sir, to think me worthy 
Of such a title ; you shall find me kind, 
If yon can look on matters without envy. 

Per. If I can lo<di on matters without eavy ! 

Aon. You may live hare sCilL 

Fer. I may live here, Francisco I 

Sniir a Gentleman wfU a ItUtr. 
Conditions 1 I would not anderstand 
This dialect. 

Fran. With me, from madan 1 

Oent. If you ba ^nior Frsndsoa. 

Fer. Slighted 1— 
I find my father was not dead till now. 
Crowd not, you jeoloos tbonghlB, ao thick into 



THB BROTHBBS. 



F»iN«Hi» iiiif Fiu.rBAiiDA {Jul kuyaiSir if dta4. 

Per. I have a storj to deliier ; 
A tele, will make thee Bad : but 1 must tell it. 
There w one dead, that lov'd tbee out. 

Pd. Oiiedead, 
That loT'd not me t this carricB, air, in natine 
No killipg umnd • : I Bhall be sad to know 
I did deserve an enemj' or be want 
A ebari^ at death. 

Per. Thy oruel eoeniy. 
And my best fiieod, hath look eternal leave, 
And'B gone, to heaveii, I hope ; eiciue my tears ; 
It ia a tribute I muat pay his memory i 
For I did love my father. 

Pd. Ha 1 your father ! 

Per. Yes, Felisanla, be is gone, that in 
The morning promis'd many years, but death 
Hath in a fen boure made fiim as stiff, as all 
The winds and winter had thrown ooLd upon him, 
And whisper'd him to marble. 

ftLisataooffcn toratertVmnsuiitiMiliiratrvil't. Ferhindo 

FntNcisco. FaiiNiHiio. Don Cabujs. 

Praia. What demands 
Feruardo ? 

Per. My inheritance, wrought fm/ai me 
By tby sly creeping to supplant my birth, 
And cheat our father's easy soul, unworthily 
Betraying to his anger, for thy Inst 
Of wealth, the love and pi'omiseof two hearts. 
Poor Felisarda and Fernando now 
Wilier at soul, and robb'dby thee of that 
Should cherish virtue, like to rifted pilgrims 
Met on the way, and having told their story, 

* Like IhB replj of Mmosli In Bamion AgoniitM : "Bml.bul 
Dol aaddeil, Uw detglatiOD of a bonua cilj. " 



THK BROTHERS. 



Fran. 'TLsnotBure 
Femuido, bat hia pastion (that obeye not 
The ooQOBel of hia reason) irou Id accuse me ; 
And if mj father now, (fflnce spiritH losa not 
IptelligencB, but more active when they have 
Shook offtheir chains of ae8h,)wou]dIeave his dvellbg, 
And visit this coaree* orb again : my innocence 
Should dare the appeal, and malte Fernando see 
Hia empty accusatione. 

Fer. He that thrires 
Bj wicked art, has confidence to dresa 
Hia Bcdon with simplicity and Bhapea, 
To cheat our credulotu naturea : 'tia ray wonder 
Thou durat do bo much injury, Francisco, 
As must provoke my joatice to revenge, 
Yet wear no sword. 

.ftnn. I need no guard, I know 
Thoa dar'st not kill me. 

Fer. Due I not I 

Fran. And name 
Thy cause : 'lis thy suspicion, not Fnncisco, 
Hath niotight thee high and paaaionate. Toassnreit ; 
If yoQ dare violate, 1 dare poeaess you 
With all my title to your land. 

Car. How is that I 

Fran, Let him receive it at his peril. 

Fer. Hal 

Fran, It was my father's act, not mine : he trembled 
To bear his curse alive ; what horror will 
His conscience feel, when he shall spurn his dust. 
And call the reverend shade from his blest seat 
To tliis bad world again, to nalk and fright him [ 

Fer. Can this be more than a dream t 

Fnm, (Oivet him &e Kill.) Sir, you nuy cancel it. 
But think withal, 
How you can answer him that 's dead, when he 
Shall cliaTge your timorous soul for this contempt 

• IHrtj nuHt.— Sla-M. 



LADY OF PLEABUBG. Ill 

To natoie uid rdigion ; to breali 

HiaUat bequest, KDd breath, thkt «eai'd your bleauugs ! 

CW. These are fine tsEcies. 

Fer. (ii^unu tAe vnll, ) Here ; mud may it proBper, 
Where my good father meuit it : I 'm OTercome. 
ForgiTe lae, aod enjoy it. [/i i^Mnj). 

Hiifathfr Rakirks (tuppim^ dead} oppeari above, vitk 
FauMUtA. 

Ann. Fernando, stay. 

Per. Hb, my father and FetiaifdB : [Kneels. 

Are they both dead I— 1 did Dot think 
To And thee in this pale society 
Of Khoeto so soon. 

Pd. I am alive, Fernando : 
And Don Bamirea still thy liTing father. 

Fran. You may believe it, sir, I was of the council. 

Car, Hen thonght yoD dead. 

Bam. It lay within 
The knonledge of Franciaeo, and Bome few. 
By this device to advance my younger eon 
To a marriage with Jacinta, sir, and try 
Femando'B piety, and bis miBtreas' virtue ; 
Which 1 have found worth him, and my acceptance. 
With her I give thee what thy birth did challenge ; 
Receive tby FelUarda. 

Per. Tisajoy 
So flowing, it drowns all my facume*. 
My Bonl will not contun, I fear, but loose. 
And leave me in this extacy. 



U9 LADY OF PLKASmtB. 

Wberein it doth eoncen ;onr love aud honour 
To sue ate »Ua6ed. 

Bor. In what, Aietin*, 
Dost diDU acciiBe me t bars I not obeji^d 
All thj' deairea, gainst mine own opinion ; 
Quitted the countr}', and remov'd the hope 
Of our return, bj sale of that fair lordahip 
We liv'd in : ch&ng'd a calm and retire life 
For thia wild town, oooipoa'd of noise ajid cbai^ 1 

Are. What chares, more than Ib necesaary 
For a lady of my birth and education t 

Ah*. I am not ignorant how much oobilitjr 
Flovs in yoor blood, your kinsmen great aud powerfnl 
In the stale ; bnt wiui tbia lose not your memory 
Of being my wife : I shall bo Btudious, 
Hadam, to give the dignity of your birth 
All the beat omamentB which became my foltDne ; 
But would not flatter it, to ruin both. 
And be the fable of the town, to teacb 
Other men wit by loas of mine, employ'd 
To serve yonr tast expeuces. 

Art. Am I tlien 
Broaght in the balance 1 so, l»t. 

Bar, Though you weigh 
Me in a partial acole, my heart is honest : 
And must lake liberty to think, yon have 
Obey'd uo modest comiael to erfect. 
Nay, study ways of jirido and costly ceronony ; 
Your change of gaudy furniture, aud picturee. 
Of this Italian master, and that Dutchman's ; 
iking-glaases, like artill 
n engines ; the superfli 
Antiek and novel ; vanities of tires. 
Four score pound suppers for my lord you 
Banquels for t' other lady, aunt, aud couaiuo j 
And perfumes, that exceed all ; train of aarvanla. 
To Btille US at home, and Bhew abroad 
More motly than the French, or the Vehalian, 
About your ooaeh, whose rude postilion 
Muat pester every narrow Une, till passengem 
And tnulemaeD curse your choaking up their staltc, 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 
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And commoD cries pursne your Udyship 
For hind'riDg uf their market. 

An. Have you done, sir) 

Sor. I could BoauBe the gaity of youp wardrobe, 
And prodigal embroideries, nnder which. 
Rich satiuB, plashes, cloth of silver, dare 
Not shew their own complexioDS ; your jewels, 
Aljle la bum out the spectators' eyes. 
And shew like boufires on you by the tapers : 
Something might here be spared, with safety of 
Your birth and honour, since the traest wesitb 
Shines from the soul, and draws up just admiren. 
I could urge something mora. 

Are. Pray, do. 1 like 
Your homily of thrift. 

Bar, I could wish, raadani. 
You would not game so much. 

Are. A gamester, too I 

Bor. But are not come to that repmtuice yet, 
Should teach you skill enough t« raise your profit ; 
You look Dot through the suhtilty of cards, 
And mysteries of dice, nor can yon save 
Charge with the box, buy petticoats and pearls, 
And keep your family by the precious income ; 
Nor do 1 wish you should : my poorest Aervant 
Shall not upbraid my tables, nor his hire 
Furchas'd beneath my honour : you make play 
Not a pastime but a tyranny, and vex 
Yourself and my estate by 't. 

Are. Ciood. proceed. 

Bar. Another game you have, which consumes more 
Your fame than purse, your revels in the night, 
Your meetings, calVd the ball, to which appear. 
As to the court of pleasure, alL your gallants 
And ladies, thither bound by a subpcena 
Of Venus and small Cupid's high displeasure : 
Tis but the Family of Love, translated 
Into more costly sin ; there was a play on *t ; 
And bad the poet not been brib'd to a modest 
EKpression of your antic gambols in \ 
Some darks had been discovOT'd ; and the deeds too ; 
a 2 



Id time he maj' repent, nnd nuke some blush. 
To see (he secoad p&rt duic'd on the stage. 
Mj thoughta acquit yoa for disbonouring me 
By »py foul act ; but the TirtuouB know, 
*Tia not enongh to cle&r ourselves, bnt the 
Soapidom of our shune 

An. Hare yon coododed 
Yonr lecture 1 

Bar. I hare done ; and bowwerer 
My language ma; appear to yon, it canriea 
No otht;r than my ^ur and just intent 
To your delights, without curb to their modest 
And noble freedom. 

Are. 1 11 not be so tedious 
In my reply, bat, without art or elegance, 
Assnre you I keep sdll my flrat opinion ; 
And though yoa veil yonr avariaioua meaning 
With handsome names of modesty and thrift, 
I Had you would intrench and wound the liberty 
I was bom with. Were my desires unprivileged 
By example ; while my Judgment thought 'em fit, 
You onght Dot to oppose ; but when the pradiee 
And tract of every hoDonrable lady 
Audtoriie me, 1 take it great injustice 
To have my pleasures drcnmserib'd and taught me. 
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KING JOHN AND MATILDA ! 
A TuSBDT. Bt RoBi*t DimroBT. Acuo J 



Bcu<(^~JoHii. ThtBtitiuM : atp bcinji at iid IgHoranl tfAl 
■Mrdir. and taring Jiul tanu Id compotitien uriUi Mi K1d| 
Afltr IidJUHf wori. MiTtuu'i AcarH ii tvought in bg 

John. Hnberl, interpret thia apparition. 

Hiib. Behold, Bir, 
A iod-writ Tragedy, bo feelingly 
Laoguaged, and cast ; with such a crafty craettjr 
Contrived, and acted ; that wild savagea 
Would weep to lay their ears to, and (admiring 
ToaM themwlvee outdone) they would conceive 
Their wildncae mildness to this deed, and call 
Hen more than BaTage, themaelvea rationsl. 
And thoQ, Fitzwater, reflect upon thy name', 
And tnra the Son of Tean. Oh, forget 
That Cupid ever Bpent a dsrt upon thee ; 
That Uyoien ever coupled thee ; oi that ever 
The haety, happy, wiUiug moaaenger 
Told ^ee thou hadat a danghter. Oh look here I 
Look here. King John, and with a trembling eye 
Read your sad act, Maiilda'a tragedy. 

Banmt. Matilda I 

A ttrfUog liHlaiKe of the 
tbe txpnokin of tha profo" 
adt easft In Ihua plivixB 

id j" lo H long Btdng erf I 



Tb* wy naiM of wmMribon Oeay. 



in KINO JOHN AND MATILDA. 

Fil2K. By the Ub'riog soul of & mueh-iDJured man, 
It U my child MMild& I 

Brvee. Sweet niece t 

Leu. Chute soul ! 

John. Do I Btir, Chester t 
Good Oxford, do I moTG 1 Mand I not still 
To watch whea the grieT'd friends of wrong'd Maltlda 
Will with a thousand stabs turo ma to dust, 
That in a tbonund prayers they might be happy t 
Will no one do it I then give a monroer room, 
A man of tears. Oh immaculate Matilda, 
Theee shed but uiliog heatjlrops, mialing showers. 
The ^Dt dews of a donbtfol April morning ; 
But from mine e^es ship-sinking eatarads. 
Whole clouds of waters, wealthy enhalations. 
Shall fall into the sea of m; afRiction, 
Till it amaze the mourners. 

Sub. Vnmatcti'd Matilda ; 
Celestial soldier, that kept a fbrt of chastity 
'Gainst all temptations. 

Fitzw. Not to be a Qneen, 
Would she break her chaste tow. Truth crowns 

your peed ; 
Vnmaicli'd Matilda was her name indeed. 

John. take into yonr Hpirit-piercing praise 
My accne of sorrow, I have well-clad woes, 
Pathetic epithets to illnstrate passion. 
And steal tme tears so sweetly from all these. 
Shall lonoh the soul, and at ouce pierce and please. 

iFtrutu Iht nwKS and imilmt m U( k»rH. 
"To Piety and Purity"— «id " Lities mix'd with 

How well you have appardl'd woe I this Pendant, 
To Piety and Purity directed. 
Insinuates a chaste soul in a clean body. 
Virtue's white Virgin, Chastity's red Martyr I 
Suffer me then with this well-suited wreath 
To make our griefe ingenious. Let all be dumb. 
Whilst the king speaks her E[aeedium. 

Chat. His very sonl speaks sorrow. 

Oaf. And it becomes him sweetly. 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 



KINO JOHN AND UATILDA. I!!l 

John. Htul bbud and Martyr 1 lo on thy brea£t, 
Devotiau'a altar, chaata Truth's neat, 
I offer (as my guilt impoBes) 

Th; merit's laurel, Lilias and Rosea ; 

LilieB, inlimatiiig plain 

Thy immaculate Me, stuck with no sUla ; 

Rosea red and aweei, to tell 

Hdv Bweet red Bacriiicea smeU. 

Hang round then, as you walk about this hearse, 

The Bongs of holy hearts, sweet virtuoHH veiae, 

PitiiB. Bring Persian silks, to deck her monument ; 

Joint. Arabian spices, qaick'ning by their scent ; 

Fitsic. Numidian marble, to preserre her praise ; 

John. Corinthian ivory, her shape lo pi-aiee : 

K(rw. And write in gold open it, In this breast 
Virtue sate mistreBs, PaaeioD but a guest. 

John. Virtue is sweet i and, since griefa bitter be. 
Strew her nilh roses, and give rue to me. 

Brace. M; noble brother, I ' ve lost a wife and sod * ; 
You a sweet daughter. Look on the Itiag'B peniteiitse ; 
His promise for the public peace. Prefer 
A public benefitf . When it shall please. 
Let Heaven question him. Let UB secure 
And quit the laud of Lewis J. 

Piiia. Do any thing ; 
Do oil things that are hoaorable ; and the Great King 
Hake you a good Ling, sir ! and when your soul 
Shall at any time reflect upon your follies. 
Good King John, weep, weep very heartily ; 
I( will become yon aweetly. At your eyes 
Your ain stole m ; there pa; your sacrifice. 

John. Back unto Duamow Abbey. There we 'II pay 
To sweet Matilda's memory, and her sufferings, 
A monthly obseqny, which (aweet'ned by 
The wealthy woes of a tear-troubled eye) 

* Also eniell/ >laln by the poljonfng John. 
T L e. of peace i which tlilBmoDttrouB actor JahD'i Is thii jilay 
eotaa to counl^net. In the same way sa the discovered Deatb □( 
I wmpofli^oD of tha Ring with 

)( France,' whom they had called In, ai lii 
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'Reui there, chaste «>u1, flx'd in thy pToper Bphe^ 
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1 fair one! 


1 ; all are fair ones there. 
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THE PARLIAMENT OF BEES: 

UUHU» a fimaie Ba, confiK$et her patfion fitr MaLcrut, wi 

■ not a village Fly, nor mesdow Bee, 

That trafficka daily on the neighbouring plain, 
But will report, how all the Winged Train 
Have Bued lo me for Love ; when we have flown 
In BwanoH out to discover fields new blown. 



"BiHU" of ArisMphanet to baie beeu. 



PARLIAUENT OF BEES. ISI 

Happ; wM be aonld fiad tlie foTward'at tree, 

And cull the choieeBt blassuDB oat for me ; 

Of all timr labours they allow'd me aome 

And (lika my cbompions) manu'd me out, and home : 

Yet lovod I noue of them. Philon, a Bee 

Well-skill'd in verse &nd amoTOUB poetry, 

Ab ve have sale at wurk, both of one lUiee *, 

Hob bumm'd sweet Conzoua, both in verse and prose, 

Which I ne'er minded. Astrophel, a Bee 

(Although not bo poetical aa he) 

Yet in hia full invention quick and ripe. 

In summer evenings, on his well-tuned pipe, 

Upon a woodbine blosaom in the sun, 

(Our hive being clean-swept, and cue day's work done). 

Would play me twenty aeveml tunes ; jet I 

Mor minded Astroph^, nor hia melcxlj. 

Then there's Amniter, for whose love fair Leads 

(That pretty Bee) flies up and down the mead 

With rivers in her eyes ; without deserving 

Sent me trim Acorn bowls of hie own carving. 

To drink May dews and mead in. Yet none of these, 

My hive-bom Playfellows and fellow Bees, 

Could I affect, until this strange Bee came ; 

And him 1 love with such an ardent flame, 

Discretion cannot quench. — 

He labours and ttnls, 
Entnwrts more honey oot of barren soils 
Than twenty lajsy Drones. I have beard my Father, 
Steward of the Hive, profess that he had rather 
Lose half the Swarm than him. If a Bee, poor or weak. 
Grows faiitt on his way, or by misfortune break 
A wing or leg against a twig ; alive. 
Or dead, he 'U bring mto the Master's Hire 
Him and his burthen. But the other day, 
On ^e next pLaiu there grew a fatal fray 

ge In Ihe Mldaummsi 
Hermla tbelr Khool- 



lai PARLIAMENT OF BEES. 

Betvrixt the Wnapg uid DB ; the wind grew bigh. 

And a rough Htonn ntged bo iinpetnauBl}i, 

Our Bees cooid scarce keep wing ; then fell Bach rai 

It made our Cohny Toreake the plain, 

And fly to garrison : yet atill He stood. 

And 'gainst the vhale Bwarm made his party good ; 

And at each blow he gars, cried out Sit Ttnc, 

Hit Find, and A reOivsa /—On each bough 

And tender bloeaom he engraves her name 

With his Bhsrp Bting. To ArethuHa'a feme 

He coDBecrates his actions ; all hia worth 

Is only spent to character her forth. 

On damask roses, and the leaves of pines, 

1 have seen him write such amorous moving lines 

In Arethusa's praise, as my poor heart 

Has, when I reti them, envied her desert ; 

And wept and sigh'd to think that he shoald be 

To her so constant, yet not pity me. 



To Us (who, warranted by Oberon's love, 

Write Ourself JforterjBw), both field and grove, 

Garden and orchard, lawjia and flowery meads, 

(Where the amorous wind pUys with the golden heads 

Of wanton cowsHps, daisies in their prime, 

SuD-loving marigoldB ; the bloesom'd thyme. 

The blua-vein'd violsts and the damaik rose ; 

The stately lily, Mistress of all those) ; 

Are allow'd and giv'n, by Oberon's free aread. 

Pasture for me, and all my ewarmg to feed. 

[ the doluga. 

The blrthi, Iha mn, tha wooingi, 
or tbeu pnttj little winged eieatune are with oontfnoedliveUiun 
portnjea throughout the whole of thEa carioaa old IlramA,ln 
wocdi wtilch Beei would talk with, could the; talk \ the vai; air 
B*«ut replete with hnmniiuf; and bunlDg melcHllee, whll« we 



THE REWARDS OP VIRTUE: 



Succai in Baltl/ net alKai/i aUrlbatabte le Oic atncral, 

G«neraU oft-times famous grow 

By Tali&nt fritiuda, or cowardly eaemies ; 

Or, whM ia worse, by some mean piece of chance. 

Truth is, 'tie pretty to observe 

How iittle Frmces and great Generals 

Contribute oftentimes to the fame tlwy win. 

How 0^ hath it been found, that nul:i1ent minds 

With two short arms, have fought with fatal stars ; 

And hare eDdeavour'd with their dearest blood 

To mollify those diamonds, where dwell 

The fate of kingdoms ; imd at last have fal'n 

K" vulgar handa, unable now to do 
ire for their cause than die ; and have been lost 
Among the Bacrifiees of their Bworda ', 
No more remember'd than poor villagers, 
Whose ashes sleep among the common flowers, 
That every meadow wears : whilst other mea 
With trembling hands liave caught a victory, 
Aud on pale foreheads wear triumpbaut bays. 
Besides, I have thought 
A thousand times ; in Unies of war, when we 
Lift up our hands to heaven for victory ; 
Suppose some virgin Shepherdess, whose ioul 
Is chaste and clean as the cold spring, where she 
Quenches all thinta, being told of enemies, 
That seek to fright the long-enjoyed Peace 
Of our Arcadia hence with sound of drams, 
And with hoarse trumpets' warlike aire to drown 
The harmless music of bei oaten reeda, 
Should in the passion of her troubled sprite 
Repair (o some small &ne (such as the Gods 
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He&r poor folks from), and there on humble- kneei 

Life up her trembliDg huida to holj' Pan, 

And be^ bU helps : 'tiH posaibie to thiuk. 

That Heav'a, which holds the poreet tows moct rich. 

May not permit her still to veep in Tain, 

But grant her wish, (for, would the Goda not hear 

The prayers of poor folks, they'd ne'er bid them pray) ; 

'-' -- - - -' " ■ ■' u, happeneth or' 



;ribnted to the General, 
And none but he 's spoke loud of for the net ; 
While she, from whose so unaffected tears 
His kurel sprung, for ever dwella uoknowa*. 

Unlanfyl BoUcitingi. 

When I first 
UenUou'd the buBinees Ui her all aloue. 
Poor Soul, ahe bluah'd, as if already she 
Had done some harm by hesjHng of me speak ; 
Whilst from her pretty eyes two fuuntains rau 
So true, BO native, down her fairest cheeks ; 
As if she thought herself obliged to cry, 
'Cause all the world was not so good as she. 

Prapertloit la Pily. 
There must be some proportion still to pity 
Between auTBelves and what we moan : 'tis hard 
For Hen to be aught eensible how Moats 
Press Flies to death. Should the Lion, in 




KE WARDS OP VIRTUE. 



Wlui pity eould that generous creature have 
(Who never wanted email things) for those poor 
Ambitione ! jet these are their concemtaenla, 
And bat tat inuit of these they pine and die. 

Modatj atarta pn/tmmt. 
Sure 'twas his modesty. He might have tliriven 
Much better possibly, had his ambition 
Been greater mueh. They oft-times talie more pains 
Who look for Pins, than those who find out SUtb. 



Hear'n may awhile correct the virtuons ; 
Yet it will wii>e their eyes again, and m^e 
Their faces whiter with their tears. Innoci 
Gniceal'd is the Stol'n Fleaenre of tlie Gods, 
Which never ends in shame, as that of Men 
Doth oll-timBB do ; but like the Sun breaks tortli, 
When it hath gratified another world ; 
And to our nnexpecting eyes appears 
More glorious thro' its late obacuiity. 

Drlnff/er a Btlovtd Pirsaii. 
There ia a gatt in Death, when 'tts for Love, 
That 's more than alt that 's taste in all the world. 
For the true meaauie of true Love is Death ; 
And what (alls Hhort of this, waa never Love : 
And therefore when those tides do meet aud atrive, 
And both swell high, but Love is higher still. 
This is the truest satisfaction of 
The perfectest Love : for here it sees itself 
Endure the highest test ; and then it feels 



I the highe 
m of delect 



Attains its perfect end ; and shows its object. 
By one intense act, all its verity : 
Which by a thoniand and ten thousand words 
It would have took a poor diluted pleasure 
To liave impeifectly exprces'd. 



to Klieitjbr ku guiit^ patiian. 
PyrrhuB, I '11 tell tbee alL When noir the night 
Graw bUob enough (o hide b skulking action ; 
And Heav'Ti had ne'er ftn eye nnBhut to see 
Her Representative on Earth creep 'mongst 
Those poor defenoeless worma, wbom Nature left 
Ad bumble prey to every thing, and no 
Asylum but the dark ; I aoftly stole 
To yonder grotto thro' the upper walks, 
And there found my Ursnia. But I found her, 
I found her, Pjrrhua, not a MiatreBB, bat 
A Goddess rather ; which made me DOw tu be 
No more her Lover, bnt Idolater. 
She only whisper*!! to me, ai she promised, 
Yet never heard I any voice so loud ; 
And, tho' her words were geutler far than those 
That holy priealB do speak to dying Saints, 
Yet never thunder signified so much. 
And (what did more impress whate'er she said) 
Methought her whispers were my injured Queen's,] 
Her manner just like hers ! and when she urged, 
Among a thousand things, the injury 
I did the faithful'st Prbcees in Iha world ; 
Who now supposed me sick, and was perchaJiCe 
Upon her knees offering up holy vows 
For him who mock'd both Heav'n and her, and was 
Now breaking of that vow he made her, when 
With aacrifice he cali'd the Gods to witness : 
When she urged this, and wept, and spake eo like 
My poor deluded Queen, Pyrrhua, I trembled ; 
Almost persuaded that it was her angel 
Spake thro' Urania's lips, who for her sake 
Took care of me, as something she much loved. 
It would be long to teU thee all she said, 
How oft she aigh'd,how bitterly she wept : 
But the effect— Urania still is chaste ; 
And with her chaster lips hath promised to 
Invoke blest Heav'o foi- my intended sin. 

...,.„Cu.»lc 



A CauDT, Bt Okiiiqi Cbafhxh, IBOE 

'tis Nfttum'B second San, 

Caomog K spring of VirtneH where be ihinra ; 
And oa withoaC tLe Sun, die world's Great Eye, 
All culooTB, beauties, both of art and nature. 
Are giren in vain to man ; bo without LoTe 
All beauties bred in women are in vain, 
All Tirtues bom in men lie buried ; 
For Lore informt them aa the Sun doth colouia : 
And aa the Sun, Mfleeting his wann beams 
Against the earth, begets all fmita and flowers. 
So Love, fair shining in the inward man. 
Brings forth in him the hononrabla fruita 
Of valour, wit, virtue, and hanght)' thougbla, 
Brave revolution, and divine disooarse. 

aach Love is like a smoky fire 

In a cold morning. Though the Are be obearful. 
Yet is the smoke ao foul and cumbersome, 
'Twere better lose the Ere than Snd the smoke. 

I walking in the place wbere men's Law Buits 

Are heard and pleaded, not so mneb as dreaming 

Of any such encoanter ; steps me forth 

Their valiant Foreman with the word "I 'rest joa." 

I made no more ado but laid these paws 

Close on bia Bhoulders, tumbling him to earth ; 

And there sat he on his poeteriors 

Like a baboon : and turning me about, 

1 straight espied the whole troop issaiag on me. 

1 step me back, and drawing m; old friend hers, 

Made to the midit of 'em, and all nnable 

To endure the ahock, all mdely fell in rout. 

And down the stairs they ran in sneh a fo^, 



I3S LATE LANCABIUBE WITCHES. 

As meeting with a. tnnp at L&w^ ere there, [tirenty, 
Mona'd by their Clients (Bome with tea, acme wiUi 
Some live, Bome three ; he thst had least had nae), 
Upon (he staira, they bore them down afore them. 
But Bach a ratting Ehea thei'e was amoogst them. 
Of ravish'd Declantions, Keplicationa, 
RejoiDders, and Petitions, all their books 
And uritings torn, and trod on, and some lost, 
Th&t the poor Lawyers coming to the Bar 
" " 'the matter, but inatead 

d talk beaide their books. 
Without all order. 



THE LATE LANCASHIRE WITCHES : 



My Unole has of late beoome the sole 

Discourse of all the conntry ; for of a man respected ] 

As master of a govem'd family. 

The House (as if the ridge were fix'd below. 

And groundsils lifted up to make the roof) 

All now 's tum'd topsy-turvy. 

In such a retrograde and prepaaterous way 

As seldom bath been heard of, I think never. 

The Good Han 

In all obedience kneels unto his Son ; 

He with an austere brow commands his Father. 

The Wife presumes not in the Daughter's eight 

Without a prepared curtsy ; the Girl she 

Eicpects it se a duty ; chidca her Mother, 

Who quakes and tremblea at each word she speaks. 

And what's as strange, the Maid— she domineers 

O'er her young Mistress, who ia awed by her. 

The Son, to whom the Father creeps and bends, 

Stands in aa much fear of the groom his Mao I 

All in sach rare disorder, that in some 

As it breeds pity, and in others wonder, 

So in the most part laughter. It is thought, 

ThiB eomes_hy WiTCHCBiPt. 



.......Ca.,8l. 



K CONSTABLE: 



CoOegian. Did 7011, ere we departed from the College, 

Cerlook mj Library I 

Servant. Yes, Sir ; and I liDd, 
AXtho' yoa tell me Learning is immortal. 
The paper and the parchment 'tia contain'd in 
Savoara of much mortality. 
The moths have eaten more 
Authentic Learning, than wonM riehl}' famish 
A hundred coaotry pedaati ; yet the worms 
Are not one letter wiser. 



Mot. How DOW, Alice, wliat sad and p 
Make me partaker of thy penaivenesa ; 
Fire divided bumg with lesaer force. 

Al. But I will dam that fire in my breast^ 
Til) by the force thereof my part consnme. 
Ah Moabie 1 

Mo». Such deep pathaires, like l« ft oannoa'a burst. 
Discharged against a ruinated wall, 
Breaks my relenting heart io thousand ^enea. 
Ungentle Alice, Ihy Borrow is my sore ; 
Then know'st it well, and 'tjs thy policy 
To forge distreBsful looks, to wound a breaat 
Where lies a heart which dies when thoti art sad. 
It is not Love that loves to auger Love. 

.Cuugic 



140 AnOEN OP FEVEnSHAM. 

At. It IB not Lore that Iotcb to murther Love. 

*0f . How mean jon that 1 ' 

Al. Thou koow'st how de»rly Ardea loved me. 

Moi. And then 

Al, And then — conceal the rest, for 'tia too bad. 
Lest that m; words be carried to the wind, 
Aod pubiiab'd in the world to both onr Bbames. 
I praj thee, HrMbie, lot our BpriDf>-time wither : 
Onr harveBt else will yield but loathwiine weedB. 
Forget, I pray thee, what baa past betwiit UB : 
For now 1 blush and tremble at the tbonghta. 

Mot. What, are you obanged I 

Al. Aye, to my fonuer happy life again ; 
From title of an odious Btrumpet'B name 
To honest Arden'B wife, not Arden'B honest wife — 
Ha Mosbie I 'tis thou haat rifled me of that. 
And made me BlanderouB to all my kin. 
Even in my forehead ia thy name engraven, 
A mean Artiilcer, that low-bom name ! 
I was bewitcht ; woe-worth the haplees boor 
And all the cauaea that enchanted me. 

Moi. Nay, it thou ban, let me breathe curaes forth ; 
And if you Btand ao nicely at your fame. 
Let me repent the credit I have luBt. 
I have nt^laeled mallCTS of import. 
That would have 'staled me above thy state ; 
For alow'd advantages, and spum'd at time ; 
Aye, Fortune's right hand Mosbie hath forsook. 
To take a wanton giglot by the lea. 
I left the marriage of an honest maid, 
Whose dowry would have weigh'd down all thy weald) ; 
Whose beauty and demeanour far exceeded ^ee. 
This ceMain good I lost for changing bad. 
And wrapt my credit in thy company. 
I was bewitcht ; that is no theme of thine : 
And thou uahallow'd hast enchanted me. 
But I will break thy spells and exoralsma 
And put another sight upon those eyea. 
That ahow'd my heart a raven for a dove. 
Tbou art not txii ; I vieVd thee not till now : 
Thou art not kind ; till now I knew thee not : 
And now the rain hath beaten off thy gill. 



ARDEN OF FEYBRSaAU. ' 

Tbj wrathlesB copper Bhews thee ooanterfat. 
It grieves me not to see how foul thoa &rt. 
But nuids me that ever I thought thee fuic. 
Go, get thee eane, a. eopsBmate for th; hind* ; 
I am too gooa to be tby Sitourite. 

A L Aye, now 1 Bee, ud too eoon find it true. 
Which often hatJi been told me by my friends, 
That Mosbie lovee me not but for my- wealth ; 
Whieh too iQcreduloua I ne'er believed. 
Nay, hear me speak, Moabie, a word or two ; 
I '11 bite my tongue if I apeak bitterly. 
Look on me, Mosbie, or else I '11 kill myself. 
Nothing Bhall hide roe from tby stormy look ; 
If thou cry War, there ia no peace for me. 
I nill do penance for offending thee ; 
And burn this Prayer Book, which I here use, 
The Holy word that has cODTerted me. 
See, Moebie, X will temr away the leaies, 
And all the leaxea ; and in this golden Cover 
Shall thy sweet phrases and tby iHtters dwell. 
And thereon will I chiefly meditat«. 
And hold nu other sect but such devotion. 
Will thou not look t U all thy Love o'erwhelra'd » 
WUt thou not hear 1 what malice stops thy ears I 
Why epeak'st thou not I wh^ silence ties thy tungui 
Thou hast been sighted as the Eagle is. 
And heard as quidily as the fearful Hare, 
And spoke as smoothly as an Orator, 
When I have bid thee hear, or see, or speak : 
And art thou sensible in none of these 1 
Weigh all thy good turns with this little bull. 
And I deserve not Mosbie's muddy looks. 
A fence of trouble is not thicksa'd still i 
Be clear agun ; 1 '11 ne'er more trouble thee. 

Mot, O fie, uo ; I 'm a base artificer ; 
My wings are feather'd for a lowly flight. 
Mosbie, fia, no ; not for a thousand poond 
Make love to you ; why, 'tis unpardonable. 
We Beggars must not breathe, where Gentles are. 

Al. Sweet Musbie is as Gentle as a King. 
And I toe blind to judge him oUMVwise. 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 
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Flowen sometimeH spring in TrUov Undi : 
Weeds in gftrdeos, Robcb groir an thnms : 
So, wtuMoe'er inv Mosbie s ftther was. 
Himself is valned Gentle by his worth. 

Mat. Ah ho* joa women can inainuate> 
And ele«r a troipass villi your sweet set to 
I will forget this quarrel, gentle Alice, 
Frovided I 'U be tempted so no more. 
Aaom, wilA hiifiit^ Phukuji, trawUitigat n^i 



llfamAa-win.btayii<KllipiitUioH,emiMitH QfAtimftud- 
ittg danfftr ofhit/Henit- 

Ard. Come, Miwter Franklin, onwards with jour tale. 

ProaJc. I '11 assure you, Sir, you task me much. 
A heavy blood is gather'd at my heart ; 
And on the sudden is my wind so short, 
Ae liinderetb the passage of my speech. 
So flerce a qualm yet ne'er asaailed me. 

Ard. Come, Master Franklin, let US go on softly ; 
The annoyanoe of the dqgt, or else some meat 
You ate at dinner oannot brook with you. 
I have been often so, and soon amended. 

Frank. Do you remember where my tate did leave I 

Ard. Aye, where the Gentleman did check his wife — 

Fraak. She being reprehended for the bet. 
Witness produced that took her witli the fact. 
Her glove brought in which there she left behind, 
And many other assured arguments. 
Her Husband aek'd ber wheUier it were not so — 

Ard. Her answer then I I wonder how she loiA'd, 
Having forsworn it with so vehement oaths, 
Aud at the instant Bo approved upoo her. 

Frani:. Fireldidahe oast hereyesdownon theearth, 
Watching the drops that fell amain from thenoe ; 
Then softly draws she out her handkercher. 
And modestly she wipes her teor-stoin'd face : 
Then hemm'd she oat (to clear her voioe it should seem), 
And with a majesty addrest herself 
To encounter all tbeir aeeusatioiii 
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Pardon me, Master Arden, I oan no more ; 
This fighting at my heart oiiikea short my niod. 

Ard. Come, ne are almost now at lUyDum Down ; 
Your prell; tale beguiles the weary way, 
I would you were in eaas to tell it out. 

IThit an Hi upm by tt( ItufBiuii. 



Pish, Btop your words, good Knight, 'twill male her 

blush else. 
Which are wouud loo high for the Daagbten of the 

Freedom ; 
Honour, and Faitfafnl Servant ! they are compliments 
For the worthy Ladies of White Hall or Greenwich i 
Er'n plain, Baffieieut, subBidy words eerre ua. Sic. 
Mariii ALLwrr Id WUM) deuriia kU eentoMiunl- 
I am like a man 
Finding a ti^le fumieh'd to bia liand, 
(As miue is still for me), p™™ tor the Founder, 
Bleea the Right worahipful, the good Founder's life : 
I thank him, he* has maintain'd my house these ten 

Not only keeps my Wife, but he lieepa me. 
He gets me all my children, and pays tlie nurse 
Weekly or monthly, puts me to nothing. 
Rent, uor Church dues, not so mnch as the Scavenger ; 
The happiest state that ever man naa born to. 
I walk out in a^moming, come to breakfast,' 
Find excellent cheer, a. goad fire in winter ; 
Look in my coal-liouse, about Midsummer eve, 
That's full, five or six chaldron new laid up ; 
Ijouk in my back yard, I shall find a steeple 
Made up with Kentish faggots, wliich o'erlooks 
• ArieboldKiJ4bt,wlioks^AUwiflWlfc. 
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The wator-honse and tbe wlndmillR. I say nolbio^ 

But smile, ftnd pin the door. When the Uea in, 

(Ab new she 'a even npon the point of grunting), 

A Lady tiea not in like her; there 's her imboeiiiigs, 

EmbroideringB, Bpaaglings, and I know not what, 

Aa if she lay with all the gandy sbopa 

In Grreahom'B Burse about her ; then her reatOFativee, 

Able to Bet up a jroune 'Potheeary, 

And richly store the Foreman of a Drug shop ; 

Her sugars by whole loaves, hec wines by rundlela. 

I see these things, but like a happy man 

I pay for none at all, yet fools tliink it mine ; 

I haTe the name, and in his gold 1 shine : 

And where some merchants would in soul kiss hell 

To bny B pondise for their wives, and dye 

Their eonsdence in the blood of prodigal heirs. 

To deck their Night-piece ; yet, all this being done. 

Eaten with jealousy to the inmost bone ; 

These torcipnts stand I freed of, I am as clear 

From jealniiey of a wife, as from the charge. 

two mir.iculotis blessings ! 'tis the Knight 
Hob ta'en that labour quite out ormy hands. 

1 may sitstMl, and play ; he's jealouB for me, 
Watche* her steps, seU spies. I live at ease. 

He has both the cost and torment ; when the string 
Of his heart frets, 1 feed fat, laugh, or sing. 

I '11 go bid Gossips* presently myself. 
That 's all the work I '11 do ; nor need I stir. 
But Uiat it is my jileasure to walk forth 
And air myself a little ; I am tyed 
To nothing in this business ; what I do 
Is merely recreation, not constramt. 

— I had been token by eight Serjeants, 

But for the honest Watermen, I am bonnd to 'em. 
They are the most requiteful'st people liTing ; 
For, as they get their moans by Qentlemen, 
Tbey 're still the forward'st to help Qentlemen. 
' To bis Wlfal lorisg-in. 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 



LONDON CHANTICLEERB. 14' 

Yob he*rd how one 'acaped out of the Blackfriars ■ 
Bat a irbile since from two or three variety, 
Came into the house with all their rapiers drawn. 
As if the)' 'd dance the sword-dance on the staffe, 
With candles in their hands, lihe Chandlers' Ghosts I 
Whilst the poor Gentleman, so pursued and banded. 
Was by on honest pair of oars eate landed. 



LONDON CHANTICLEERS : 



Submit, Bunch of Grap^ 
To the gtroDff barley ear ; 
The weak Wine no longer 
The laurel shaU wear. 

Sack and all drinks else. 
Desist from the strife i 

¥ Aqua VitBB, 



1 liquor ohif 



Then come, my boon fellows. 
Let's drink it around ; 
It keeps US from grave, 
Thou^ it lays as on ground. 

Ale's a Physician, 
No MouDtebank Bragger ; 
Can cure the chill Agae, 
Though it be with the Stagger. 



Ale is both Cetes, 
And good Neptune too ; 
Ale'a froth waa the Bea, 
From which Vcdub grew. 

Ale is immortal : 
And be there no stops 
In bonny lads' quatfing, 
Can lire vithout hops*. 



FORTUNE BY LAND AND SEA ; 



Sain. Now, Frank, howBlole jou from your father's 

YoD have been schoal'd, no doubt. Fie, fie apon "t. 

Ere I wonld live in Bucti haae servitude 

To an old greybeard ; 'efoot I M hang rnvBelt 

A man cannot be merry, and drink £unl[, 

But he muBt be control'd b; gravity. 

Front. O pardon him ; you know, he is mj fetber. 
And what he doth is but paternal love. 
. Though I be wild, 1 "m not yet bo past resson 
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H[s penon to deapioe, thongh I his eoanwl 
CkDDot (everely follow. 

Sain. 'Sfoot, he ia > fooL 

Fravi. A foal I you are a — 

Fott. Nav, gentlemeii— 

PranJc. Yet I reBtrain my tongue. 
Hoping you apeak out of Bome spleenful rashness. 
And no deliberate malice ; and it may be 
You are sorry that a word so unreverent, 
To wrong eo good &□ aged gentleman, 
Should pasB jou nnawares. 

Jtain. Sorry, Sir Boy I you will not take exceptions ! 

Frank. Mot agajost you with willingDesa, wham I 
Have loved so long. Yet you might think me a 
Most dutilesB and angraciotu son lo give 
Smooth oounteoance nnio my father's irrong. 
Come, I dare swear 
'Taraa not jddt malice, and 1 take it Bo. 
Let 's frame some other talk. Hear, gentlemen — 

Rain. But hear me. Boy t it eeema. Sir, you are 

FranJc, Not thoroughly yet — [angry — 

Jtain, Then what would anger thee 1 

Frmni;, Nothing from you. 

Sain. Of all things under heaven 
What would'st thou loathest have me do I 

FranJe. I wonld 
Not have you wrong my reverent father ; and 
I hope you will not. 

Sain. Thy father 'a an old dotard. 

Praitk. I would not brook this at a monarch's hand. 
Much leaa at thine. 

Sain. Aye, Boy 1 then take yon that 

FrajJe. Oh, I am alaJD. 

Good. Sweet Cni, what have you done 1 Shift for 
yourself. 

Sain. Away.— [£Eevnt. 



1« Dr. Stay the ^tlemen, they have killed a m 
airaet Mr, Francis. One run to bis father's. 
2nd Dr. Hark, hark I 1 hear hia fbtbefa v< 



below, 'Us ten to one he is come to fetch hira 
borne to supper, and now he m>; carry him 
home to hie grave. 



Sut. Oh dead, Sir, Frank U 

For. Alas, alas, my boy I I have not the heart 
To look upon bis wide and gaping wounds. 
Pray tell nie. Sir, does this appear to you 
FearTol and pitiful— to you that are 
A stranger to my dead boy I 

Ifoil. How con it otberwise I 

For, O me moHt wretched of all wretched men I 
If to a BtrBjigcr bis warm bleeding wounds 
Appear fo grisly and hd lamentable. 
How will they Beem to me that am his father t 
Will they not bale my eye-brows From their rounds. 
And with an cierlaating blindnCES strike them 1 

Stu. Oh, Sir, ionk here. 

For. Doat long to ba>e me bUnd t 
Then I '!1 heboid them, since I know thy mind. 
Oh me! 

Is this my son that doth bo senaelesB lie, 
And Bwims in blood I my soul shall fly with bis 
Unto the land of rest. Behold I crave, 
Being kill'd with grief, we both may have one graTS. 

Saa. Alas, my Islber 'a dead too ! gentle Sir, 
Help to retire bis Bpirits, oret travail'd 
With age and sorrow. 

ffoit. Mr. Forest— 

Stw. Father— 

- — „ " What's a 

t catl np Frank ; [clock, 
Tell him he lies too long a hed this morning. 
He was wont to call the sun up, and to raise 
The early lark, and mount her "mongst the clonda. 
Will he not up ! rise, rise, tbon si ' ' ' 
" B, he ca 



Sua. Alas, he cannot, father. 
Fi>r. Cannot, why t 



.......Ca.,8l. 



FORTUNE BV LAND AND SEA. 

Sa$. Do von not see hie bloodleas colour pafe ! 

Par. Porhapa he 's sickly, that he looks so pale. 

Siu. Da you Dot feel Mb poise no motion keep. 
How still he Ube ! 

Far. Theu ia he fast asleep. 

Sui. Do you not see big fatal eye-lid dose 1 

For. Sp«ui Boflly ; hinder not his soft repone. 

i9tM. On, see yon not these purple conduila run ' 
Know you these wounds ( 

For. Oh me I my mnrder'd sod 1 



r. For. Sister 1 

Su». O brother, brother 1 

T.Por. Father, how cheer vou. Sir I why, you were 
To store for others comfort, that by sorrow [wont 

Were any ways distreea'd. Have you all wasted. 
And spared none t« jouraclf 1 

0. For. Son, Son, Son, 
See, atas, see where thy brother lies. 
He dined with me to-day, was merry, merry. 
Aye, that corpse was ; ha that lies here, see here. 
Thy mnrder'd brother and my son was. Oh see, 
Dost thou not weep for him I 

Y. Far. 1 shall find time ; 
When you have took some comfort, I 'II b^nn 
To maum his death, and scoui^ the murderer'B sin. 

Far, Oh, when saw father such a tragic sight, 

From mortal breast ran such a precious river. 

T. For. Come, father, and dear sister, join with me ; 
Let us all learn our sorrows to for^t. 
He owed a death, and he hath paid that debL 

Dremslliti, I Btaould sdviia lo begtn vlth tbt ecillBCt«d Pliifs of 
HejwoDd He was a fallow Actor, and feUow Drsnultat, wltb 

in all tluH quoUtlu^t^galTieil (or Shakipesn tha KtCrlbula of 
nois i Chrlstlanlsm ; md tnia heartj AUKlidim of fWUngs, 
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IM TANCRED AND GISMUND. 

tin Hre ^rboMTj, In ^e other subordinate to poetry. I Iot? (hem 
botii fiooiUy, but Sta>tep«arB hu moM of mj wonder. Hejwood 
ehflnld E« tawni to llll countrymen, u he detervei. Hll plotf 
ara jUmoBt Invarlablj EuailBh. J jtm aomctimee Jedilons, Ihat 
ehakspeuA laid so few of hjB u«n«a at iionie, li&udBen Joiuod, 
lot ihst in ons ingbuigs binlDg tamed tht Snt diught of hi> 
RvsiT Mu In ht> Humour in Ilal/, he chuiged Uie scene, wid 



BolKuiaiii IBobadU). 



Tib ^ibe ume in Engllihl. 
It Master Klt«ly. MliU ~" 
ironn, Ac. leftd better (ban tl 



TANCRED AND GISMUND: 



Men. Thyfather,OQueeii,!iereiiithiacnpl»thae 
lie thinv to joy uid comfort tbee withal, 
'hicb thou jovedat best : ev'n sb thou wast oontent 
D comfort him with his best jo; of all. 

GU. I thank my father, and Ihee, gentle Squire ; 



The fatid hnur I have so la 
Now hath m; father satisfied hia thirst 
With guiltless blood, which he so coveted. 
What Iirings this cup ) aye me, I thought m 



TANCRBD AKD OISMUND. 1» 

It ia my Earl'a, my Comity's pierced beartL 

Dear he&rt, too de&rly hut thou bought my lore 

Extremely rated it Mo high a price. 

Ah, my de&r heart, sweet wast thoD in thy life. 

Bat in tby death thon proveat pasaiiig HWeet. 

A fitter hearse than thie of beaten gold 

Could not be lotted to so good a heurt. 

My father therefore well provided thus 

To close and vrap thee up in maaey gold 

And therewithal to send thee untu me, 

To whom of daty thou dost best beloog. 

My father hath in all his life bewrayed 

A pnncely care and tender love to me. 

But this surpasselh, in his latter days 

To send me this mine own dear heart to me. 

Wert not thou mme, dear heart, whilst that my lore 

Danced and play'd upon thy golden strings I 

Art thou not mme, dear heart, now that my love 

Is iled to heaven, and got him golden wings ( 

Thou art mine owd, and atill mine own shall be, 

Therefore my father sendeth thee to me. 

Ab pleanaiit harbourer of my heart's thoaght 1 

Ah sweet delight, the quickener of my soul ! 

Seven times accursed be the band that wrought 

Thee this deepite, to mangle thee so foul ; 

Vet in tbia wound I see my own true love. 

And in this wound tby magnanimity, 

And in this wound I Bee thy constancy. 

Go, gentle heart, go rest thee in thy tomb ; 

Keceive thia token as thy last farewell. ISAe kiateih it. 

Tby own true heart anon will follow thee, 

Which panting haateth for thy company. 

Thus haet thou rtm, poor hei^ thy mortal race. 

And rid tby life from fickle fortune's snares. 

Thus host tbon lost this world and worldly cares. 

And of thy foe, to honour tbee withal, 

Receiv'd a golden grave Ut tby desert. 

Nothing dotii want to tby just funenil. 

But my salt t«ara to wa^ thy blood; wound ; 

. Which ta the end thou mightst receive, behold. 
My fiUherauidB thee in tbu cup of gold : 



IM TWO ANGRY WOHBN OF ABIKODON. 

And thou shklt h&ve them ; tiiaagh I waa reaolved 
To shed no teaiB ; but wifli > cheerful fcoo 
Ooce did I think to wet thy funeral 
OdIj with blood, and with no weeping eye. 
This done, taj wnil forthwith ahall fly to thee ; 
For therefore did my father send thee me. 



mmding 
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THE TWO ANQBY WOMEN OP ABINGDON; 

This formal fool, your man, apeaka nought but Pn>- 

And, speak mea what they can to hlw, he II anawer 
With Home rhyme-rotten sentence, or old aaying, 
^uch Bpobea as th' Anoiant of the Parish nae; 
With " Neighbour, it 'a an old prorerb and a tma. 
Goose giblets are good meat, old sack better than nan:" 
Then says another, "Neighbour, ^at is true." 
And when each man hath drunk his gallon round, 

SA penny pot, far that 'a (he old man's gallon), 
'hen doth he lick hia lipa. and stroke hia beard. 
That 'b glued togellier wiUi the alaTeriiig dropa 
Of yeaty ale ; and when he acai«e can trim 
Hia gouty fingera, thus he II fillip it, 
And with a rotten hem aay, <* Hey my hearta," 
•' Merry go aorry," " Coek SJid Pye, my hearta ;" 
And then their aftving.penny.proTBrb comes, 
And that is this, " They that will to the wine, 
By'r Lady, mistresa, shall lay their penny to mine." 
Thia was one of this peany-nther's basturds ; 
For on my life he never waa begot 
Withont the consent of aome great Proverb-monger. 



TWO ANGRY WOMEN OP' 

8lu WU. 
Why. she will flont the devil, and make blush 
The boldest face of nun that ever man saw. 
He that hath best opinion of his wit. 
And hath his braio-pun fraught with bitter jests 
(Or of his own, or stol'n, or howsoever). 
Let him stand ne'er so high in 's own conceit, 
Her wit 's a sun that melts him down like butter, 
And makes him sit at table pancake-wise, 
Flat, flat, and ne'er a word to say ; 
Yet she '11 not leave him then, but like a tyrant 
She '11 persecute the poor wit-beaten man, 
And BO lie-bang him with dry hobs and Bcofla, 
When he is down (most cowardly, good faith !) 
As I have pitied the poor patient. 
There came a Farmer's Son a wooing to her, 
A proper man, well-landed too he was, 
A mau Chat for his wit need not to ask 
What time a year 'twere need to sow his oats, 
Nor yet his barley, no, nor when to reap, 
To plow his fallows, or to fell his trees. 
Well experienced thus each kind of way ; 
After a two months' labour at the most, 
(And yet 'twas well he held it out so long). 
He left his Love ; she had so laced his lips. 
He could say nothing to her but " God be with ye." 
Why, she, when men have dined, and call'd for cheese. 
Will Btraigbl muntain jeals bitter to digest ; 
And then some one will fall to argument, 
Who if he over- master her with reason. 
Then she 'II begin to buffet him with mocks. 

Mi«TKa GouBBSv propmrt to Mi Ban a Wife. 
Prank (Smwtey. Ne'er trust me, father, the shape of 
Which I do see in others, seems so severe, [marriage, 
1 dare not put my youngling liberty 
Under the awe of that instruction ; 
And yet I grant, the limits of free youth 
Going astray are often restrain'd by that, 
Bot MiBtreas Wedlock, to my summer thoughts. 
Will bo too curst, I fear : should she snip 



IM TWO ANGRY WOMEK OF ABINGDON. 

My pleasure aimine mind, I sb&ll be s&d ; 

And Bweor. when f did anicy, I was mad. 

Old OouTiey. But, boy, let my experience teach thee 

(Yet in good (ailh thoa Hpeak'Ht not much amiBs) ; 
When first thy mother's Ume to me did come, 
Thy grandsire thus then came to me hia son, 
And ev'n my words to thee to me he said ; 
And, as thou sa)''st to me, to him I said. 
But in a greater huff aud hotter blood i 
I tell ye, on youth's tiptoes then 1 stood. 
Says he (good faith, this was his very say), 
Wheu I was young, I was but Reason's fool ; 
And wcut to wedding, as to Wisdom's school : 
It taoght me much, and ranch I did forget ; 
But, beaten much by it, I got some wit ; 
Though I was shflukled from an often-scout^ 
Yet I would wanton it, when I was out ; 
'Twas comfort old acquaintance then to meet, ' 
Restrained hberty attsin'd is sweet. 
Thus said my father to thy father, son ; 
And thou ma/et do this too, as I have done. 

O when will this same Year of Night have end 
Long-look'd for Day's sun, when wilt thou ascend I 
Let not this thief- friend misty veil of night 
Encreach on day, and shadow thy fair light ; 
Whilst thou comest tardy from thy Thetis' bed. 
Blushing forth goldeu-hur and glorious red. 
O stay not long, bright lanthem of the day. 
To light my mist-way feet to my right way. 

[The plewnt Comedy, from which time Bitnet* an token, fa 
eoDtemporary witb Bome ot the earlLeat of BhakBpearo'a, and ia no 



liucti u th]0), of whkii w« tanow compantinly notLiog. 
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THE VIRQIN WIDOW. IBS 

thlrdputotttuTTMionaof oldBngUgh Diwcktle lllsnton hu 
been ailiwiItMt. At» wa titaid that the genliu or Sbakipeara 
woDldnifhrlnonreMInutelijrthediKlaiuieF He nould Indeed 
b« wnuwhit iHtMud « a mbsde and ■ prodtgy. But be would 
loKnobei^tbjtha coDfcHlDD. Wbeni Oianila ebowniong. 
doeeltdetncttronithainiriHl^tobakildUiBtbeliuU homea 
■Ig^Dtle brood of bntlinn, leu iml; thu hlroMlf 7 Along witA 
nlnii n^l /rtmi hiD3, ipruig up tlu ne« of mighty Dnmatlfiti wbo, 
compBKd with Ibo Otinra and Song Out fSDowed, vers u 
HUtDoe (0 ■ Yausg or an Altaatda. TUM be w» tbBil' aldM 
BntfaoT. not tbatr Pinoil, It arldent ttaa tbe tact of lb* vnjr f»w 
direct Imltalloni of blmtoba tOnsd in tbair wittlngi. WebHer, 
Decker, Hoywood, and tho not ot bit great onlempDrarlH went 
on tfadt own wnja, imd folknnd Ibdr IndtrMul Impului, not 
blindly prvniblng to ttumo^iree Ui track, Marlowe, tha Ine 
(tboaA ImperAct) Father of our IragrJf, preceded blm. Ths 
amudf or Flalebar ia euenOallT nnUke to that of Ui. Tie ont of 
no detnotlBK apiift Ifaat I tpeah thai, for tbaplajra ot Sbaki^xan 
bare been Ok itronceB and tba iweetot (WM of aa mind from 
Infano' : but I rcient tbe oom[iatatlTe obecarltr in wbkb Kme of 

{■ itege and ui dinibei 

■ gntla aplrlt doubtlMal: 

._ jeniuB, ai from them town ^ 

10 grud^ng of bli acknowledgWI aic«]lBnca.J 



THE VIRGIN WIDOW : 



Haw blest are they that waste their nesry hours 
la Bolemn grOTea and solitiuy bowers. 
Where naithor eye Dor ear 
Can aee or hear 

The rrantio mirth 

And falee delights of frolic earth ; 

Where they may (it, and pant. 

And breathe their pursy bouIb ; 

Where neither grief conBumes, nor griping want 

AfHietfl, nor sullen care contruuls. 

Away false jnya ; ye murther where ye kisa ; 

There ia no heaTen to that, no life to this. 



THE FAIR MAID OF THE EXCHANGE: 
A CoHiDv. By Tnoiiu Hnwooo. 1S37. 

EpUOtl. 

Frank. Of thy own writing 1 

Crip. My own, I asHure you, Sir. [other, 

Pna^. Faith, thou hist robb'd some lonnet-book or 
And now vould'st make me think they are thy own. 

Clip. Why,thLnk'Bl thou that I cannot write a Letter, 
Ditty, or Sonnet, with J udjcial phraae, 
As pretty, pleasiug, and patbetieol, 
As the best Ovid- imitating dunce 
In tbe whole town t 

Fnmi, I think thou canet not. 

Crip. Yea, fU Bwear I cannoL 
Yet, Sirrah, I could coney-catch the world. 
Make myself fainous for a sudden wit. 
And be admired for my dexterity, 
Were I disposed. 

Frank. I prithee, how I 

Crip. Why, thua. There lived a Poet in this town 
(It we may term our modem writers Poets), 
Sharp-witted, bitter-tongued ; his pen, of sleel ; 
His intc was temper'd with the biting juice 
And extracts of the bitterest weeds that grew ; 
He never wrote but when the elements 
Of fire and water tilled in his brain. 
This fellow, ready to give np his ghost 
To Lucia's bosom, did bequeath to mo 
His Library, which was just nothing 
But rolls, and scrolls, and bundles of cast nit. 
Such SB durst never visit Paul's Church Yard. 
Amongst 'em all I lighted on a qaire 
Or two of paper, fill'd with Songs and Ditties. 
And here and there a hongry Epigram ; 

..,..„Cu.,8l. 



FAIR MAID OF THE EXCHANGE. 

These I reeei 
And PBter-ni 
1 could DOW, when I ans in compsjiy. 
At ale-house, tavern, or an ordinary. 
Upon a Iheroe make an eitemporal ditty 
(Or one at least should seem eitemporal). 
Out of the abundance of tliis Legacy, 
That all would jadge it, and report it too. 
To be tha iubnt of a sudden wit. 
And then were 1 an admirable fellow. 

Prank. This were a piece of cnnning. 

Oi-ip. I could do more ; for I could make enquiry, 
Where the best-witted gallants use to dine, 
Follow them to the tavern, and there sit 
In the next room with a calve's head and brimstone, 
And over-hear their talk, ohserve their humours, 
Collect their jests, pot them into a play. 
And tire them too with payment to behold 
What I have filch'd frora them. This I could do. 
Bnt for shame that man should so arraign 
Their own fea-simple wits for verbal theft i 
Yet men there be that have done this and that. 
And more by much more than the most of them *. 

[After thlB BpecJmeD of the pleuauter vetiL of Hejwood, I aio 



• ThafullUtleorihiiPlHta "'. 

DwuthsltbaOifopl*, irlMiUansiMlleiiirellaw.'uidUiaHeni of 
tbe Conwib. Of filllnniouithliatnct laanindeiilgpedmm; 
bat be lidocTlbcd iBlbettatndemuD, jet weDltb; vttHali wlUi 
faerolflquaiitkflofmlBdaiidbod^; tbo laAer of which be evSoces 
by reKohiE hil Hirtnu |tb« Pair Maldl from tbne robben by 
tit main tamt of aae emtch liutU; anplied ; and iba fonaer by 
hia fongolng the advantafen whjch thia action ^ned him fn her 
good oi^on. and beatoniag bit wit and Anesae in pmcoring for 
her a huaband. In the person of bii friend Golding, more wortiijr 
of 1»T baauQr,tbaD he could conceive hIa own maimed aod halUng 
Uiobi to be. It >roaId reqnira gome bohlnHt hi ■ drsmaUst oov- 
a-d^a to eihiblt aucfa a Cbamcter x and iome toek in tbidtu a 
BuBdent Actor, who wonld IM wllUnitoparBOBatalhelDflnnitlea, 
togMher with the Tirtuea, of the NoUa (Upple. 




udtlwlUs. 



Our modem Poets la that pass are driren, 

Those Dunes are eurtail'd which thej' first had givea 

And, as we wieh'd k> have thetr memories drowa'd, 

We Bcarcely can alTord them half their sound. 

Greene, who had in both Academies ta'en 

Degree of Master, yet coutd never gun 

Tu be call'd more than Robin : who, had he 

Profest ought saTe the Muae, served, and been free 

After a eev'n jesrs 'prenticeahip, might have 

(With credit too) gone Robert to his grave. 

Marlowe, renown'd for his rare art and wit, 

Cuuld ne'er attain beyond the name of Kit ; 

Although hia Hero and Leander did 

Merit addition rather. Famous Kid 

Was call'd but Tom. Tom Watson ; though he wrat< 

Able to make Apollo's self to dote 

Upon his Muse ; for all that he could strive. 

Yet never could (o his full name arrive. 

Tom Nash (in his time of no small esteem) 

Could not a second syllable redeem. 

Exeellent Beaumont, in the foremost rank 

Of the rarest wits, was never more than Frank. 

Mellifluous Shakspejlbb, whoso inchanting quill 

Gimmanded mirth or passion, was but Will ; 

And famous Jonaoo, though his learned pen 

Be dipt in Castaly, is still but Ben. 

Fletelior, and Webster, of tJiat learned pack 

NotM of the meaneel, neither wa* but Jack ; 

Decker but Tom ; nor May, nor Middleton ) 

And he 's now hut Jack Ford, that oi 

[PpMlblj 01 



level vllb the Stage Acton. Or did tl»LT grest«r publlidty, sod 

outof a^tllDgaf lDveuid'kindneiB,aiweBa;IlBnT Oa Fiftb, 
iHtbertlun Hem;, when we would eipreis good-wiU >—u hinualf 
BHjH, in tbofie reid¥fiif[ worda pnt into hlfl mouth by Bhakspearei 

Not Amunth sa Amurath luueeds. 

But Hmtj, Hatrj J 
And doubtleu HHrwood bad as iDdlsttoct conception of Chii 
tmtht wli«]. Icomln^ to hli own nama). with that bMutlTuI 

wanderM a little out of ble wo; Into eometblni recrimlaaUTe, he 



vorlhj than the rest 
Whose nomea have their full Byllable« knd Miund ; 
Or that Frank, Kit, m Jack, are the least wauad 
Unto their fame and merit. I tor my part 
{Thint others what they please) accept that heart. 
Which ooarls my love in moat familiar phrase ; 
And that it takes not from my paias or pr&iee. 
If any one to me so bluntly come : 
I hold he loves me best that calls me Tom. 



Die, die, ah die '. 

We all muBt die : 

'Tis Fate's decree ; 

Then aak not wily. 

WlieD we were framed, the Fates conanltedlv 

Did make this law, that all things born shonld die. 

Yet Nature strove. 

And did deny 

We should be slaves 

To Destiny. 

At which, tbey heapt 
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JACK DRUM'S ENTERTAINMENT: 



TJufi-te Aumour ttfa Koble Hovtekitptr. 

J^Hiwie (a Knight), I vtu oat bora to be tnj 
credle's drudge, 
To choke and stifle up my pleniore'B breath. 
To poison vith the veDoin'd csres of thrift 
My private sweet of life : onlj to scrape 
A heapof macli.to fatten and manqre 
The barren TirtuBs of my progeny, 
And make tbem spront ^apitfl of their want of worth ; 
No, I do wish my giria aliould wish me live ; 
Which few do wish that have a greedy sire. 
Bat still expect, and gape with hungry lip, 
When he '11 give up his goaty stewardship. 

Friavd. Then I wonder. 
Yon not aspire unto the eminence 
And height of pleasing life. To Court, to Court- 
There burnish, there spread, there stick in pomp, 
Like a bright diamond in a Lady's brow. 
There plant your fortunes in the flow'ring spring, 
And get the Sun before you of Respect. 
There trench yourself within the people's love. 
And glitter in the eye of glorious grace. 
What's wealth, without respect and mounted place I 

Port. Worso and worse 1— I am not yet distrai^ht, 
I long not lo be sqneez'd with my own weight. 
Nor hoist up all my sails to eaten the »ind 
Of the drunk reeling Commons, I labour not 
To have an awful presence, nor be feared, 
Since who is fear'd still fears to be so feared. 
1 care not to be tike the Horeb calf, 
One day adored, and next pasht all in pieces. 
Nor do I envy Polypheraian puffs, 
Switzers' slept greatnew. I adore the Sun, 
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IM THE CHANGES. 

Yet lore to lire withia a temperate zODC- 

Let who will climb unUlioD'B glibbery roandB, 

And lean npon the Talgar's rotten love, 

I *ll not eorrivkl hun. The bdo will give 

As great a shadow to mj trunk aa his ; 

And after death, like Cheaamen hSTUig stood 

In play, for Biahops Home, for Knighta, and Pawns, 

We all together shall be tumbled up 

Into one bag. 

Let hush'd-cahn quiet rock my life aaleep ; 

And, being dead, m; own ground press my bones ; 

Wiilst some old Beldame, hobbling o'er my grave, 

Ma}' mamble thus : 

" Here lies a Knight whose Mooey was his elave." 



THE CHANGES: 



Sxcai tf Epltliiti, r^^/irbUng lo Pwfrji. 

FHntd. Master Caperwit, before joo read, pray tell 
Have your verses any Adjectives 1 [ms) 

Capencii. Adjectives I would yoa have a poem 
without 
Adjectives t they Ve the flower, the grace of all our 
A well-cbosen Epithet doth give new soul [language. 
To tainting poesy, and makes every verse 
A Bride I With Adjectives we bait our lines, 
When we do fish for Gentlewomen's loves, 
And with their sweetness catch the nibbhng ear 
Of amorous ladies ; with the music of 
These ravishing nouns we charm the silken tribe. 
And make the Gallant melt with apprehension 
Of the rare Word. I will maintain 't against 
A handle of Grammarians, in Poetry 
The Substantive itself cannot miimiit 
Without its Adjective. 

Friend. But for all that, 
Those vorde would sound more full, methinlut, that are 
So larded ; and if 1 might counsel you, [not 
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Yoa ahonld compose a Somiet cie&n without 'eta, 
A raw of atately Subatontivea would morcli 
Uke Switzen, aai bear all the Relds before 'em ; 
Carrf Ihair weight ; shew fair, Ulie Deeds Enroll'd ; 
Not WritB. that are fint made and after lill'd. 
Thence Bat came up the title of Blank Verse ^- 
Yon know, Bir, what Blank signifies I — when the seaBi 
First framed, is tied with Adjectives like points, 
And could not hold together without wedges ; 
Hug 't, 'tis pedantic, vulgar Poetiy. 
Let diitdren, when the; TersiF;, stick here 
And there these piddling words for want of matter. 
Pueta write Masculine Numbers. 



THE GUARDIAN; 
»DY. Bv Abuiuh Cowmy 



DODOBCLL, Oe FatNih Poet, aacritcd. 

Oatter. thsvery emblem of poverty and poor 

poetry. The feet are worse patched of liia rhymes than 
of his BtockinEB. If one line forget itself, and ran out 
beyond his elbow, vhile the next keeps at home (like 
Aim), and daree not show hia head, he colls that an 
Ode • • • 

TafnUui. Nay, tliej mocked and fleered at as, a» we 
Bontt the Psalm the last Sunday night. 

OvM. That was that muogrel Rhymer ; by this light 
he envies hie brother poet John Stemhold, becaose he 
otnnot reach his heights. ■ • • 



pa of tidi A 

i u rnndtUu no unauitable cotoIIbttM 
uln ttaepiemmig&xtTaet, — Tbo'*Cutta'- DBAaiva)ri 
■pp«u«d to m* tbe Unk beliiHn (be Comedy oF Fletchn ud of 
CmwrevB. In th« eUgsnl pstuion of the Love Si»n« tt appnadui 
tbefomier; sad Pun} (tbe ehuacter subiltluted for the omlttfd 
Poet) la tbe Prototfiie of ibe baU-iritt«d Wlt>, tha BriBka ud 
Oapiw Wlia, ol Uit fattu. 
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l«t BRAZEN AGE. 

Dogg. (redHvg hit mm vatei.) Thus pride doth sdll 
witli b«(utjt dwell. 
And like the Baltic aeean swell. 

Sl<uU. Why the Baltie, Doggrell I 

Dogg. Why the Baltic 1— this 'tis not to have read 
the Poets. • • • 

She looks like Niobe on the monntaiD'a top. 

Oalt. That Niobe, Doggrell, yOD have used worse 
than Phiebus did. Not a dog looks melaneholy but he's 
compared to Niobe, He be&t a villainoos Tapster 
t' other day, to make him look like Niobe. 



THE BRAZEN AGE: 
muL Fuv. By Thomas Hsir 



Fen. Why doth Adonia fly the ftueen of Love, 
And shun this ivory girdle of my arms I 
To be thus scarTd the dreadful God of War 
Would give me cooquer'd kingdoms. For a kiss, 
Bat half like this, 1 could command the Sun 
Rise 'fore his hour, to bed before hia time ; 
And, being lovoaick, change his golden beams. 
And make his ^ce pale as hia eiater Moon. 
Look on me, Adon, with a stedfast eye, 
That in Uiese crystal glasses I may see 
My beauty that charms Gods, makes Men amaz'd 
And Btown'd with wonder. Dolh this roseate pillow 
Offend my Love I 

With my white Angers will I clap thy cheek ; 
Whisper a thousand pleasnres in thy ear. 

Aaim. Madam, you are nut modest. I affect 
The unseen beauty that adorns the mind : 
This looseness makes you fou! in Adan's eye. 
If you will tempt me, let me in your face 
Read blushfalnesa and fear ; a modest fear 
Would make your cheek seem much more beautiful. 

Ven. Wert thou made of slone. 
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I have heat to melt thee ; 1 am Queen of Lora. 

There is no practice art of dallian™ 

Of »hieh I an. uat roiHtress, and can use. 

I have kisses thai can murder unkind worda. 

And strangle hatred that the gall sends iorlh ; 

Touches to raise thee, were thj spirits half dead ; 

Words that can pour affection down thy ears. 

Love me t thou canst not choose ; thou ehalt not choose. 

Adon. Madam, you woo not well. Men covet not 
These proffer'd pleasures, but love sweets denied. 
These prostituted pleaaures surfeit still ; 
Where 's fear, or doubt, men sue with best good will, 
Ven. Thou canst instruct the Queen of Love in love. 
Thou shall not, Adon, take me by the hand i 
Yet, it thou needs will force me, take my palm, 
ni frown an him : alaa 1 my brovr 's so sinoolh, 
H will not bear a wrinkle.— Hie thee hence 
Unto the chace, and leave me ; but not yet : 
I 'II Bleep thia night upon Vlndymion's bank, 
On which the Swain was courted by the Moon. 
Dare not to come ; thou art in our disgraoe : 
Yet, if thou come, I can afford thee place 1 



Vul. Good morrow, Pbcebus ; what's the news 

For thou seest all things in the world arc done. 
Men act by day-light, or the sight of sun. 

Phi^. Sometime I cast my eye upon the sea, 
To see the tumbling seal or porpoise play. 
There see I merchants trading, and tlieir sails 
Big-bellied with the wind ; sea fights somelimeB 
Rise with their smoke.thick clouds to dark my beams ; 
Sometimes I fix my face upon the earth. 
With my warm fervour to give metals, trees. 
Herbs, plants and flower, life. Here in gardens walk 
Loose Ladies with their Lovers arm in arm. 
Yonder tlie laboring Plowman drives his team. 
Further I may behold main battles pitcht ; 
And whom 1 favour most (by the wind's help) 
1 cau assist witfi my transparent r^rs. 
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IM BRAZEN AGE. 

Here spj I cattle feeding ; forests there [losaes, 

Stared with nild beasts ; here tliepherds with their 
Pipine beneath the trees while their fiocks graze. 
In cities I see tradiug, walking, hargaining, 
Boyins and selling, goodnese, badness, all things — 
And shine alike on ^ 

Vul. Thrice liappy Phcebns, 
That, vhilst poor Vulcan is coofin'd to Lemnos, 
Hast even' day these pleasures. What news else t 

Phai. No emperor walks forth, but I see his state ; 
Nor sports, but I hia pastimes can behold. 
I see all coronations, funerals. 

Marts, fairs, assemblies, p^eanta, sights and shows. 
No hunting, but 1 better see the chace 
Tbao they that rouse the game. What see I not ) 
There 's not a window, but my beams break in ; 
No chink or cranny, but my rays pierce through ; 
And there I see, Vulcan, wood'rous things : 
Things that diyself, nor any God besides. 
Would give beuef to. 

And, shall 1 tell thee, Valcan, t' other day 
Whatlbeheld!— I saw the great God Mara— 

Tvi. God Mars— 

Phf^. As I was peeping through a cranny, abed — 

Vxil. Abed I with whom I — some piet^ Wench, I 

Pkn^. She was a pretty Wench. [wamnt. 

Tvi. Tell me, good Fbatbos, 
That, when I meet him, I may float God Mars ; 
Tell me, but tell me truly, on thy life. 

Ph^. Not lo diMemble, Tnlcon, 'twas thy wife 1 

Tht Pttvt ^ Qract gain qiLt»t q^HsscDLiB, Aarf Jliid him in 

Jatan, Our business was to Theban Hercules. 
'Twas told us, he remuu'd with Omphale, 
The Theban Queen. [ Alcidea I 

Tdamim. Speak, wbicb is Omphale t or which 

PnUax. Lady, onr purpose was to Hereulea ; 
Shew us the man. 

Omp. Behold him here. 

Jtreiu. Where I 
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OnpA. There,at hia Usk. 

Jcu. Alaa, thit Hereulm I 
This \B eome base effbminftte Groom, not he 
Thst with hifl puim&nce fi^htod all the earth. 

Htr. Hath Jason, Nestor, Castor, TelunoD, 
Atreiu, Pollux, all forgot their friend ? 
We IM the man. 

Jot. Woman, we know thee not : 
Wa came to seek the Jove-bom Hercules, 
That in big cradle strangled Juno's anakee. 
And triumph'd in the brave Olympic gomes. 
He that the Cleoneon lion slew, 
Th' Erimanthian bear, the hull of Marathon, 
The Lemean hjrdra, and the winged hart. 

Td. We would see the Theban 
That CacUH slew, BnsiriB sacrificed, 
And to his horses hurl'd stem Diomed 
To be devoor'd. 

Pol. That fr«©d Hesione 
From the sea whale, and after ransack'd Troy, 
And with his own hand slew Laomedon. 

Net. He by whom Derciius and AIMon fell ! 
He that CEcalia and Betrioia won. [vanquisht, 

Atr. That monstrons Geryon with his three heads 
With LinuB, Lichas that nsurpt in Thebes, 
And captived there his beauteous Megara. 

Pol. That Hercules by whom the Centaurs fell. 
Great Acbeh>u3, the Stymphalides, 
And the Cremona gi&nta : where is he ! 

Td. That trait'rouB Nessua with a shaft transfixt. 
Strangled Antheus, purged Augous' stalls, 
Won the bright apples of th' Heaperidea. 

Jot. He that the AmazoniaD baldrick won ; 
That Acheloua with his clab subdued. 
And won from him the Pride of Caledon, 
Fair Deianeira, that now monms in Thebes 
For absence of the noble Hercules 1 

Atr. To him we came; but, since he lives not here, 
Come, Lords ; we will return these presents back 
Unto the constant Lady, whence they came. 



Her. Stay, Lorfs — 
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Jai. 'Mongst women 1 — 

Eer. For tbnt Theban'a sake. 
Whom you profesa to Iotg, \ai came to seek. 
Abide awhile ; and by mj love to Greece, 
I'll bring before you that lost Uerculea, 
For whom you came to enquire. 

Tel. It works, it works— 

Her. How h»ve I lost mjBelf ! 
Did we all this 1 Where is tliat apirit become. 
That was in us 1 do niarvel, Hercoles, 
That thou be'st strsDge to them, that tlius disguised 
Art to thyself unknown I — hence with this distaff. 
And base effemuiale chares ; hence, womanish tirea ; 
And let me oDce more be myself again. 
Your pardon, Umplisle I 

[r« 






My flame encreaseth still — Oh, Father <£neDB ; 
And yo% Althea, whom I would caJt Hodier, 
Bnt that my genius prompta me thon'rt nnkind : 

AndyetfareaeUI 



THE BATTLE OF ALCAZAR: 



Mvly. Hold thee, Calipolis : feed, and faint n( 
This flesh I forced from a Lioness ; 
Meat of a Priaccss, for a Princess' meat. 
Leam by her noble Btomsch to esteem 
Penury plea tv in ejilrBtneflt dearth ; 
Who, wbea she saw her foragement bereft, 
Pined not in meUncholy or childish fear ; 



SBTEN CHAMPIONS OF CHRIBTENDOH. lUU 

Bat, u bnTe minda ira BtrongeM in extremes, 

So die, redoubling lier former force, 

R&uged through the woods, aod rent the breeding vaults 

Of proudest savages, to save herself. 

Feed theu, and faint not, fair Callpolts ; 

For, rather than fierce famine shall prevail 

To gnaw thy entrails with her thomj' teetli. 

The oonqueriDg Lioness shall attend on thee. 

And lay huge heaps of slaughtar'd carcases 

As bulwarks in her way to keep her back. 

I will provide thee of a, princely Ospray, 

That, as she flieth over fish in pools, 

The fish shall turn their glistering bellies up. 

And thou shall take the hberal choice of all. 

Jove's stately Bird with wide-eommanding wioga 

Shall hover still about thy princely head. 

And beat down fowls by shoals into thy lap. 

Feed then, and faint not, fair Calipolis. 

[Tblj addnn, for lli bsrbulc ipletidor of eonc^itidd. flxtravA- 
gant TflJn of promiH, not to mention wow tdlomatlc pecuUarlLiea, 
bnl the re^autlior, I belioTS, li uiSom.] ' « oi« . 



CIUB. (*( Wiloh, in thi optniiiff Seeiu. in a Sttrm. 
Catib. Ha I louder a little ; so, that burst was well. 
Again ; ha, ha I house, house your heads, ye feac- 
.jitruck mortal fools, when Calib's consort plays 
A honts-up to her. How rarely doth it lauguell 
In mine ears I these are mine organs ; the toad. 
The bat, the raven, and the fell whistling bird. 
Are all my anthem-slDging quiristors. 
Such sapless roots, and Uveless withcr'd woods, 
Are pleasanter to me than to behold 
Thejocundmonthof May, in whose green head of youllt 
The amorous Flora strews her vatious flowers. 
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And amileB in see bow brftve Bhe bu deckt lier girl. 
But pftBB we May, oa gune for fuigled fools, 
Tbat dare not sel a foot in Art's dark, ae- 
-Crel, and bewitching pftth, as Calib baa. 

Within the rugged boweU of this cave, 

Thia crag, Ihia cliff, this den ; which to behold 

Would freeze to ice the hisdng tranuuela of Mednatt. 

Yet here enthroned I sit, more richer in wj spelb 

And potent charms, than is the stBlel)' Mounbun Queen, 

Drest with the beaut; of her sparkling gema. 

To vie a lustre 'gainst the heacenly liunpa. 

But we are sunk in theee antipodes ; ao choakt 

With darkness is great Calib's cave, that it 

Can atifle day. It can t— it shall— for we do loath 

(he Ught ; 
And, as our deeds are black, we bug the night. 
But where 's this Boy, my Geoboe, my Love, my Life, 
Whom Calib lately dotes on more than life ! 
I must not hate him wander from my love 
Farther than aummoDB of my eye, Or beck. 
Can call him back again. Hut 'tis my fiend- 
-begotten and deform'd IsBua", misleads him ; 
For which 1 '11 rock him in a storm of hail. 
And dash him 'gainst the pavement on the rocky den ; 
He must not lead my Joy astray from ine. 
The parents of that Boy, begetting him. 
Begot and bore the issue of their deaths ; 
Which done t, the Child I stole. 
Thinking alone to triumph Id his death. 
And bathe my body in his popular gore ; 
But dove-like Nature favour'd so the Child, 
That Calib's kilUng knife fell from her band ; 
Aod, 'stead of atst^, I kiss'd the red-Upt Boy. 

• A«ort of yomi§ C&lnnn,ba'goII.•TbDp^H»Urente^.Klla• 
pllUIllIlJr of a *' blDodjcojccomb" which the YDun^Salnt Geor^ 
had dven him. 

t Calib bta Uned (be parents ot lbs Yoiiji« Sabit atarp. 



TWO TRAGEDIES IN ONE. 



TmU, (Ac Chanii, ts »€ BpidatoTt. 
All yon, the Bad Spectators of this Act, 
Wbooe hearts do taste a feeling pensiveness 
Of this unheard-of savage massacre : 
Oh, be far off to harbour such a thought. 
As this audacious murderer put in act i 
I see your sorrows flow up to the brim. 
And overflow your cheeks with brinish tears : 
But though this sight bring surfeit to the eys, 
Delight your eais with pleasing banaonj, 
That ears may eounterdieek your eyes, and say, 
" Why shed yun teiaa 1 this deed is but a Play*." 

HKlf Aav'^ ftvired n/rm tic f ifliAl. 

Hark, Rachel 1 1 will cross the water straight. 
And fling this middle mention of a Man 
' ■ le ditch. 




of Ihe reeBOD 0[ our ddiglit In Tmgtc 
h hu ctwt » au* eitibmta chapMn 
DHd In time bmt kM Hum : AritlMt 
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THE ARRAIONHENT OF PARIS : 



Floiu drata iDi Hiu, la honour Uw coaitig ef liu Thn* 



FVira. Not IiiB in her pride and bnvery 
AdoFiu her Arch with such Tuiety ; 
NoF doth the Uilk-wbile Wa^ in frost; night 
Af^MW BO ^r and beautiful m light, 
Ab done then fields, and groTea, and Bweeteet bowers, 
Bestraw'd and deck'd with parti-colouT'd flowers. 
Along the bubbling brooks, and silver glide, 
That at the bottom dodi in silence slide. 
The watery flowen and Uties on the banks 
Like blazinx comets burgeon all in ranks ; 
Under tlie hawthorn and the poplar tree. 
Where sacred Phtebe may delight to be ; 
The primrose, and the purple hyacinth. 
The dainty violet, and die wholesome minlh ; 
The double daisy, and the cowslip (Queen 
Of summer flowers), do over-peer the green ; 
And round about the valley as yo pass, 
Ye may ne see (for peeping floware) the grass. — 
They are at hand by this. 
Juno hath left her chariot long ago, 
And hath retum'd her peacocks by her Rainbow ; 
And bravely, as becomes the tVife of Jove, 
Doth honour by her presecee to our grove : 
Fail' Venus she hath let her Bparrowe fly, 
To tend on her, uid make her melody ; 
Her turtles and ber ewaoB unyoked be. 
And flioker near her side for compauy : 
Pallas hath set her ligers loose \a feed, 
Commaadiug them to wait when she hath need : 
And hitherward with prnud and stately paoe, 
To do DS honour in the sylvan chace, 
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The;r lUftrch, like to the pomp of heav*n above, 
JuQO, the Wife and Sister of King Jove, 
The mrlike Fsllas, tnA the ^een of Love. 

Thi Uiuw and CoimtrT Oirri, oHtmUi Is mlaime a 



Pomona. with country store Hlie friendg we 

venture forth. 
ThiDk'st, Faunas, that these Goddesses will take our 
gifts in worth t 
Faun. Naj, doubtless ; for, 'shall tell thee. Dame, 
'twere better give a thing, 
A ago of lave, nnto a mighty person, or a King, 
Than to a rude and barbairons swain both t«d and 

basely bom : 
Foa aBNTLv Tiites thk crntlsmik ibit oft the 



CoiitUrf Chdt. O Ids, I 

This hODOar done to Ida ; 

Mutll. Yb Counlty Of 



Pan- Tbfl God at ahflpb«rds» and hia mi 

Fair, wl», and worthy, as yoo be 1 
^d tbniik the gncloiu I^dlM Itane, 



Par. (Eaone, while we bin disposed tc 
Tell me, what shall be subject of our taJI 
Thon hast a sort of pretty tales in store 
'Dare say no nymph in Ida's woods bath 



m AltRAiaHHENT OF PARIS. 

(Ea. Puis, ray heart's contentment, and my olKuce 
Ubo thoa thy pipe, and I will use mj' roice ; 
So ahitU thy just request nol be denied, 
And time well spent, &nd both be eatialied. 

Par. Well, gentle nympb) although thou do me 
That can ne tune my pipe unto a. Bong, [wrong. 

Me list this once, (Enone, far thy sake. 
This idle task on me to undertAJie, 

Cn<v lil iindar n (r« ti^eUcr. 

CEn. And whereon then sh&ll be my roundelay ; 
For thou haat heard my store long ^ce, 'dare say — 
How Saturn did divide his kingdom tho' 
To Jove, to Neptune, and to Dis below : 
How mighty men made foal successless war 
Against the Gode, and State of Jupiter : 
How Phoreyas' 'ympe, that vas so trick and fair 
That tangled Neptuue in her golden hair. 
Became a Gorgou for her lewd misdeed j — 
A pretty fable, Paris, for to read ; 
A piece of cunniug, trust me far the nonce, 
That wealUi and beauty alter men to Btonea : 
How Saimacis, resembling Idleness, 
Turns men to women all thro' wantonness : 
How Plnlo raught Queen Pluto's daughter thenoe. 
And what did follow of that love-offence : 
Of Daphne turn'd into the Laurel Tree, 
That shews a. mirror of rirginity : 
How fair Narcissus, tooting on hia shado, 
ReproTes disdain, and tells how form doth vade : 
How cunning Philomela's needle tells. 
What force in Ioto, what wit in sorrow, dwells ! 
What pains unhappy Souls abide in Hell, 
They say, because on Earth they lived not well, — 
Ixion'a wheel, proud Tantal's pining woe, 
Prometheus' torment, and a many moe ; 
How Danaus' daughters ply their endless task ; 
What toil the toil of Svstphus doth ask. 
All these are old, and kuowo, I know ; yet, if thou wilt 

' ' ' le eUe, (Enone hath 
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Par. N»j, wh«t thon wilt ; but since my cuDninB not 
coTDpArefl with tbipe, 
Beiiin some toy that I can pUy upon this pipe of mine. 
fEn. There is a pretty Sonnet then, we call it Cdpid's 

" They that do change old love for new, pray Gods (liey 
change fof worse.'* 



IBn. Kj Lot* Ii fsir, mj Loth [> guj. 
And fp«h u bin the flowers to Mij, 
And of ay lora m; roundeU;, 
My mciry. matry, meriy ronndsUy, 
Cnncludet with Cupid's Cune : 
They tu>t do uhangB old Ioto (Ot new, 
Pruy QudB Ihey chugs for won*. 

I Fair, ud fi^r, Ac- 1 , , . 

*^' ■ip.lrl.i.dfalr.J.o.f I'-'P"'"'! 
(Bn. My Low Dsn pipe, my Lots caa liiiK, 

Andof bliloTely pnlBpftrlDr 

My merry, merry, morry mundeUye. 

Amm to Cupld'a Corse : 

They Ihut do ohuige old Iots for new, 

Pr»y Gods they ehuigo for worie. 



To mn alameil Friavt, and «r«I(e»t IStutciaa, V. S., t'19. 

I Eonjun you, in the name of all the Bylfan DaltiM, and of (he 
SfuHi, whopi you honour, and thsj redproeaUy lova and bonouE 

rid filrootUrfPattaral, which had It been In all parte equal, the 
Fallhfdl Elieptasideu of Flslchei had besD hut a wooad name in 
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; CITY NIGHT-CAP. 

■ sort of Wtit]i:ijf-- — meue It from Om pnAoe hkadB of flTa? 
1 hBve moBt teUu» from Ihose sad thoughts, whfcb RcmottmBa 
,t«r Bort of m«lAiidioly ; laying by for once the lofty Oi^mh, with 

^ty Couruhli> b«t««D Parti and his (theo-Dot u yfit-foTB&k«nr 
novo- OhljBo tDfl ; And all mora knovhig Jad^ of UuMe Add 
Poeay ; by the lulaptation of fit mualcal numlwip which it only 
uBa Co b< the rarest Love Dlalo^Qe Ld out language. 

Your Imi^onr. 



THE CITY NIGRT-CAP: 



»M 




ubtmi arte 


BIt>Y«(0 


HHar/aUilg 






™ kit Btrttu 






■riend 


Pbiu 


FW. !*.» p. 


M ««> 


luUnsKV ft«Air 



i>M, — how BOOH 
Two Bouls, more jirecions thsD a pur of irorltts, 
Are lerell'd below death ! 

A bM. Oh hark ! did yon not hear it I 

Sen. What, Lady 1 

Abit. This hoar a pair of gloriotifi towera is fallen. 
Two godly buildings beaten with ■ breath 
Beneath the grave : jou all haye Been tlus day 
A pair of bouU both cast and kisa'd away. 

Sen. What cenanre givea your Giaee 1 

Date. In that I amkioenian 
To the aoooBer, that I might not appear 
Partial in jadgment, let it seem no wonder. 
If unto yonr Gravities I leave 
The follawing sentence ; but as Lorenzo stands 
A kinsman to Verona, so foreet not, 
Absteraia still is Biater unto Venice. 

Phil. Misery of goodnesB ! 

Aist. Oh Lorenzo Medico, 
Abatemia'B Lover once, when He did row, 
And when I did believe ; then when Absteinia 
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Denied m> nuuiy pnuee* for Lorenzo, 

Tbeo wben f ou iwore : — Oh maida, bow man c&n iveep, 

Priat protestations on their breafits, and sigh. 

And look ho truly, and then weep xgaLo, 

And then protest Agftin, &Qd again duBembls ! — 

When ODCe enjoy'd, liteetrajige sights, we grow stale j 

And find oiir comfcrts, like their wonder, uiL 

PkU. Oh Lorenio 1 
Look apon tears, each one of which well- valued 
Is worth the pity of a king ; but thou 
Art harder far than rocks, and canst not prize 
The prodous waters of truth's injnred eyes. 

Lor. Flease your Grace, proceed to censure. 

Duke, Thus 'tis decreed, as these Lords have set 
Agunst all eoDb«dicti<Hi : Signer Fhilippo, [down. 
In that you have ibva grossly. Sir, dishonoured 
Ersa DOT blood itself in this rude inj ury 
Lights on our kinsmau, his prerogative 
Implies death on your trespass ; but, (yonr merit 
Of more antiquity than is your trespass,) 
That death is blotted out ; perpetual b^iahmeut. 
On paiu of death if you retam, for ever 
From Verona and her ^gnories. 

PkiL Verona ia kind, 

8e». Unto yon. Madam, 
This ceniure is allotted : yonr high blood 
Takes off the danger of tlw law ; nay from 
Even baaiahment itaelt : this Lord, your huaband. 
Sues only for a legal [air divoroe. 
Which we think good to grant, the church allowing : 
And in that the injury 
Chiefly reflects on him, he hath free lieenoe 
To many when and whom he pleases. 

Abit.l tbank ye. 
That yon are bvorable onto my Love, 
Whom yet I lore and weep for. 

Ph^ Farewell, Lorenzo, 
This breast did never yet harbour a thongbt 
Of thee, hut man was in it, honest man ; 



17* CZTY NlflHT-CAP. 

I hamblj thus take iMve. Fwewell, my Lotdi ;— 

And Usuy f&rewell Tbon, fureet of Duuiy, 
Yet by fair mote onfortunata 1 — loot up. 
And Bee & ecown held for thee ; win il, and die 
Love's nurljr, the sad roap of injury. — 
And BO renleiaber, Sir, your injured Lady 
Has a bTotber yet in Venice. 

PfliLipm, Bt an nflir-lrinl, challnga Ldrkhzo. 
Phil. — in the integrity 
And glonr ot the cause, I throw the pawn 
Of my afflicted honour ; and on that 
I openly affirm your absent Lady 
Chuitity's well-hnit abstract ; snow in the bit. 
Purely refined by the bleat northern blast. 
Not freer from a soil ; the tbou);hts of infanta 
But little nearer heaven : and if these princes 
Please to permit, before their guilty thoughts 
Injure another hour npon the Lsdy, 
My right-drawn sword shall prove it. — 
ABSTSHii.dtuftd Id a JJratitcI (» 3fild<i, <> oUnsiilAJ by U« 

Prinee, Do you know me 1 

A hiL Yea, Sir, report bath given intelligence. 
You are the Prince, the Dnke's son. 

Prina. Both in one. 

Abtl. Report, sure. 
Spoke but her native language. You are none 
Of either. 

Prince. How 1 [sUived 

AhU. Were yon the Prince, yoD would not sure be 
To yoDT blood's passion. I do crave your pardon 
For my rough language. Truth haUi a forehead free 
And in the tower of her integrity 
Sits an unvanquish'd vii^n. Can you imsgine. 
Twill appear possible you are the Prince ? 
Why, when you set your foot first In ^lis house. 
You orush'd obedient duty unto death ; 
And even then fell from you your respect. 
Honour is like a goodly old house, which 
If we repuT not still with virtue's hand, 
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Like a citadel being m»dl} rtiaed on sand. 
It falls, U Bwsltoir'd, and not foond. 

Prince. If thou tail upon the place, prithee bow 
earnest thou hither ! 

Abit. B; treacherous intelligenco ; honest men so, 
In the way igaorant, through tbievee' pnrlieiu go. — 
Are ;ou Son to such a Father ! 
Send him to his grave then. 
Like a white aimond tree, full of glad days 
With joy that be begot so gcxid a Son. 
O Sir, methinks, I see sweet Majeaty 
Sit wiUi a mourning Had face full of sorrows, 
To Bee you in this place. ThiB is a cave 
Of BcorpionB and of diagomi. Oh turn back ; 
loads here engender : 'iJB the steam of death ; 
The Tery ^ poisons a good man's breath. 

iViiKe. Let me borrow goodness from thy lips, 
FareweU ! 
Here 's a new wonder ; 1 \e met beftT'n in helL 



you are far too prodigal fa praise, 

And crown me with the garlands of jmtr merit ; 
As we meet barks on rivers, — the strong gala 
Being best friends to no, — our own swift motion 
Makes ns believe that t' other nimbler rows ; 
Swift virtue thinks small goodness fastest goee. 



THE CONSPIKAOY : 



The silver charms of his di 



TOTTENHAM OO0BT. 

I, thy Good Anml, from tbr iide, — 

Aa smoke doUi froDi the slUr rise, 
Hftking DO noise as it doth glide, — 

Will leave ibee id this aah surprise ; 
And fnim the clouds will fetch thee down 

A holy vMon, to eipreea 
Th;' right mito an eutblj crovn ; 

No power can make this kiugilom less. 
But gently, gently, leat I bring 

A Btart in Bleep by Boddea flight. 
Playing aloof, nod hovering. 

Till I am lo«t unto tbe sight 
This is a motion still and soft } 

So free from noise and ory, 
That JoTe himself, who hears a thotight, 

Knows not whea we pus by. 



TOTTENHAM COURT: 



WOUTBSOOD, BiiiAHia, « IraivUdiji leecOurb^fln^iAlfM. 

WoTik Come, my Deligbt; let not such painted griefe 
Press dowa thy soul : the darkness but preaeola 
SliadowB of fear : which should secure us beat 
Fiom danger of pursuit. 

BfU. Would it were day 1 
My apprehension is bo full of horror ; 
I thinli each sound, the air's light motion 
Makes in these thickets, is my llnele's Tinee, 
Threat'ning our ruins. 

WorlA. Let his rage peraist 
To enterprise a vengeance, we II prevent iL 
Wrapt in the amn of Night, that favoDrs Lovers, 
We hitherto have 'soped his eager seardi ; 
And are arrived near Loudon. Saro 1 hear 



.......Cu.,8l. 



TOTTBNBAU COURT. 



The Bridge's nt&nets, and gDoh.libft ntmnnn 
Ab night and sleep yield from s populous oamber. 

Bdl. But when will it be day I the light hath 
Our first oif useCol seosefl being lost, [comfort ; 

The rest oie less delighted. 

Wartii. Th' early Cock 
Hath sung his mmmoDB to the day's approach : 
'Twill instantly appear. Why startled, Bellamie I 

BM. Did no »»n«.Tiiig soiuida arrive thy ear I 
Pray, listen. 

WorA. Come, come ( 'tis thy fear lO^esta 
lUuuTe (aodes. Uoder Lore's protection 
We may piesaine of safety. 

(n%Am.) PoOmi), f<tlloa,foUtne. 

Bell. Aye me, 'tis snre roy Uncle; dear Lore 
Worth^ood t 

Worlh, AatoDishment hath seiz'dmy facQltiea. 
My Love, my Beliamie, ha 1 

Brll. Dosi tboa forsake me, Wortbgood ! 

l£xil, at lotiiv it"". 

War&. Where 's my Love t 
Etart &om thy silver crescent one hit beam 
Through tlua black air, thou Governess of Night, ' 
To shew me whither she is led by fear. 
Thou enrioDs Darkness, to as^t ns here. 
And then prove fatal I 

{Within.) P6UoKi,fiiaow,foaoiB. 

WotA. Silence your nois^ ye clanumiDS minjslen 
Of this injustice. Bellamie is lost ; 
She 's lost to me. Not her fierce Uncle's nga. 
Who wheta your eager aptness to punue me 
With threats or promises ; nor his painted terrors 
Of laws' severity ; oould ever work 
Upon the temper of my resolute booI 
To soften it to fear, till she was last- 
Not all the illusive horrors, which the night 
Presents nnto th' imagination, 
T' affir^ht a guilty oontcience, could possess me, 
While I posseaa'd my Love. The diunal Hhrieka 
Of fatal owls, and groans of dying mandrakes, 
Whilst hersdlpahnwaim'd mine, were music to me. — 

.......Cu.,8l. 



laa DUCHEES OF BUFFOLK. 

Their lighl »ppeais. — No Safety doea consist 
In pssmon or complaints. Night, let thine arms 
Agun asost me ; and, if no kind miiiifter 
Of better fate gaiie me to Bellamie, 
Be thou etemnl. 

{Wiihin.) Foaoa,foUtm,folhm. 

Beu^hie, alttw. In Marybttit Part. 
BelX. The day begina to brenb ; uid trembling U^t, 
As if affrighted with this night's diaaster^ 
Steab tlm>' the ^tfaest air, and by degreon 
Salotea aj iietxy longings.— O, my Woiih^ood, 
Thj presence wonld have checkt these passioiis ; 
And shot delight thro' all the mists of sadness. 
To guide mj fear safe thro' the paths of dangra' ; 
Now feara assault me. — 'Tts a woman's voice. 
She sings ; and in her music's cheerfulness 
Seema to express the freedom of a heart. 
Not chwn'd to any passions. 

Song, vnikin. 

Wbat a dBMly life the HUkmald leadi ! 

When over the flover; meadi 



Of Lit?B or Disdain. 

eta* ileeps In tfat sl^t, the' ifaa toils In tb 

And marrilT paiaetb her Une away. 



THE DUCHESS OP SUFFOLK: 



DCCHESS OF SUFFOLK. 1)3 

Famrell ;— «oine life or death, I 'II ba^ mj trewnre. , 
Nay, chide aot, pretty babe ; our enemies come : 
Thy dTiDg will prouDUDce thy mother's doom. 
Be tima bat still ; 

This gate may Bhade ue frDm their envioiiB wilL [Eml, 
lA nolle q/Punueri. Bkt runUri. 

IhuA, Oh fear, vhat art tboa t lead me wings to fly ; 
Direct me in this plnnge of misery. 
Nature has taught the Child obedience ; 
Thou bast been humble to thy mother's wiah. 
O let me kiHa these duteous lips of thine. 
That would not kill thy mother with a 017. 
Now forward, whither heaVn directs ; for I 
Can guide no better than thine infBnoy. 
Here are two Pilgrinu boand for Lyon Quay*, 
And neither knows one footstep of we way. 

ISoin Offaln Sttrd. 

Buck. Ketnmyoul then 'tis time toihift me henee. 
lExit, and prtimtlg rt-tnltri. 

Iht^ Thus far, but heav'n knows where, we have 
The eager pursuit of our enemies, [escaped 

Having for gnidanoo my atlonlJve fear. 
Still I look back, stil] start my tired feet, 
Which never till now measured London street ; 
My Honours scom'd that custom ; they would ride ; 
Now forced to walk, more weary pain to bide. 
Thou shalt not do so, child ; I 'II carry thee 
In Sorrow's arms to welcome misery. 
Custom must Bteel thy youth with pinching Want, 
That thy great birth m age may bear with sraot. 
Sleep peaceably, sweet duck, and make no ndse ; 
Methiuks each step is death's arresting voice. 
We shall meet narae aoon ; a dug will come. 
To please my quiet infant : when, nuise, wlwn t 
TSt DrKflEflB, peruetiCed fltmt pUut to piact, vith Bnrv, Air 
Huibattd, taka cDni/brf At™ It" Baif'i mlUt. 

Dwh. Yet we have scaped the danger of onr foes ; 
And I, that whilom was exceeding weak 
Through my hard travail in this mTant'a birth, 



PARUAHENT OP B 



BfTty. Jost half our wkj : bat we have loat « 
Thro' die hot pursuit of onr eDemieft. [frieo 

Duch. We are not ntterl; devoid of frlendi ; 
Behold, the young Lord WiUoughb; amilea on aa : 
And 'tn great help to have a Livd oar friend. 



Ober. A female Bee ! (hy character t 

Flo. Flora, Oberon'e Gardener, 
Huawive both of herbe and tlowen. 
To Htrew thy shrine, and (rira thy boweiBi 
With violeta, rosea, eglantine, 
Daffadown, and blue eolumbina. 
Hath forth the boBom of the Spring 
Pluckt thia nosegaj, whioh I bring 
From Eleusia (mine own shrine} 
To thee, a Monarch all divine ; 
And, as true impost of mji grove, 
Freoent it to great Oberon's love. 

OJer, Honey dews refresh thy meads. 
CowelipB spring with golden heads ; 
Jnly-flowerB and camatioiiB near 
Leaves double-itreak^ with maiden- hair ; 
May thy lilies taller grow. 
Thy violeta fnller aweetneaB owe ; 
And last of all, may Phcebas love 
To kisa Aee : and frequent thy grove 
Ais thou in aervica (rue shall be 
Unto our crown and royalty. 

OmnoH Itolii a Court, in k\Sc\ lie iinlmca Ow Wa^ M 
Drone, and Uc Humble Bm, /i>r diiKri qgtnctiagainitOi 

Pro. And whither must these flies be sent ( 



PABUAHEHT OF BEES. 

Ober. To EverlaaUng Banishment, 
Underneath two baiiEln^ rocks 

iWkere babbling Echo aits and mocks 
'oor travellcra) there lies a grove, 
With whom the Sun 'b so out of loie, 
He never Hinileg on't : pale Despair 
Calls it his Monarchal Chair. 
Fmit half- ripe haDg rivell'd and Bhrunk 
On broken arms, torn from (he trank : 
The maorish pools staod emptj', left 
By water, stol'nby cunning theft 
To hollow bankfl, driven out by snakes, 
Adders, and newts, that man these lakes : 
The mossy leaves, half-swelter'd, serv'd 
As beds tor vermin hunger-Blerv'd : 
The woods are yew-trees, bent and broke 

g~f whirlwinds ; here and there an oak, 
alf-cleft with thunder. To this grove 
We banish them. 

Gttiprilt, Some mercy, Jove ! 

Ober. You should have cried so in your yonth. 
When CbronoB and hia daughter Truth 
Sqioum'd among you ; when yon spent 
Wbole years in riotous merriment. 
Thrusting poor Bees out of their hives, 
Seizing botli honey, wax, and lives. 
You sEould have call'd for mercy when 
Yon impaled common blossoms ; when. 
Instead of giving poor Bees food, 
You ate their flesh, and drank their blood. 
Fairies, thrust 'em to their fate. 

Obiboh (tni HHt/trmi FsDBEx In A (> ffprcrnnnl ; and Ar 

Ober. now adieu ! 

Frorex shall agun renew 
His potent reign : the massy world 
Which in glittering orbs ishurl'd 
About the poles, be Lord of : we 
Only reserve our Royally — 



Lio.is^o:, Google 



IW DAVID AND BETHSABB. 

Pidd Mvtie*. Obenm mnat awa; ; 
For UH Dur geatie Fairies stay : 
lu Che mounUinB and the rocka 
We 'U hunt the Grey, and litUe Fox, 
Who deslroy out bmba at feed. 
And spoil the neats whew turtles teed. 



DAVID AND BETHSABE: 



Nath. Thus Nathan saith oato his Lord the King : 
There were two mea both dwellers in one town ; 
The one was mighty, and exceedins rich 
Id oxen, sheep, and cattle of the field ; 
The other poor, having nor ox, nor calf. 
Nor other cattle, save one Httle lamb, 
Which he had bought, and nouriah'd by his hand, 
And it grew up, and fed with him and his, 
And ate and drank aa he and bia were wont, 
And in his boaom slept, and wae to live 
Aa wa« his daughter or hia dearest child. — 
There came a stranger to thia wealthy man, 
And he refused and spared to lalie hia own, 
Or of his store to dress or make his meat, 
But took the poor man's sheep, partly poor man's store ; 
And da;est it fbr this stranger in his house. 
What, tell me, shall be done to him for tbia ! 

Dav. Now. as the Lord doth live, thia winked man 
la judged, and shall become the child of death i 
Fourfold in the poor man he shall restore. 
That without mercy took his lamb away. 



DAVID AND BBTBSADE. 18; 

Aod MTed the« from the tjTuiiiy of Saul ; 

Thy mwter'B house I gave thee to fomem, 

HU wives nnto thy boBom I did g^ve. 

And Juda and Jerasalem withal ; 

And might, thou knoVBt, if this had been too omall, 

Have giseo thee more. 

Wher^ore then bast thon gone so far astray. 

And haat done evil, and unned in mj eight t 

Uriaa thou haBt killed with the eword, 

Yea with Che sword of the uncircumciHed 

Thou hast hira elun ; wherefore from this day forth 

The sword shall never go from thee and thins : 

For thou host ta'en this Hethito's wife to thee. 

Wherefore behold 1 wUl, saiUi Jacob's God, 

In thine own house stir e»il up to thee, 

Yea I before thy face will lake thy wives, 

And give them to thy neighbour to posseBa. 

This shall be done to David in the day. 

That Israel openly may see thy shame. 

Dav. Nathan, I have against the Lord, I have 
Sinned, oh sinned grievously, and lo I 
From heaven's Ihrooe doth David throw himself 
And groan and grovel to the galea of hell. 

Nath. David, stand up ; tbua saitii the Lard by me, 
David the King shall live, for he halh seen 
The true repentant sorrow of thy heart ; 
Bat for thou bast in this misdeed of thine 
Stirr'd up Ihe enemies of Israel 
To triumph and blaspheme the Lord of Hosts, 
And say, " He set a wicked man to reign 
Over his loved people and his tribes ;" 
The Child shall sunly die, that eret was boru. 
His Mother's sin, his Kingly Father's scorn. 

Dav. How just ia Jacob's God in all bis woria ! 
Bat must it die, that David loveth so t 
O that the mighty one of Israel 
Nill change his doom, and saye the Babe must die I 
Houm, Israel, and weep in Sion gates ; 
Wither, ye cedar trees of Lebanon ; 
Ye sprouting almonds with yonr flowing tops. 
Droop, drown, and drench in Hebron's fearful strewn* ; 

.......Cu.,8l. 



DAVID AND BBTH8ABE. 



Now for the crown and throne of Israel, 
To be eonflnii'd with virtue of my Bwoid, 
And writ with David's blood upon the bl 
Nov, Jove*, let forth the goldeo firmuDevt, 
And look on bim nith all th; fiar; eyes. 
WJiicb thou hiiet made to give their glories light. 
To shew then loveet the virtne of thy hand, 
Let fall a wreath of stare upon my head, 
Whose influence may govern ImBel 
With state exceeding all her other Kings. 
Fight, Lords aad Caplaios, that yonr Sovereign 
Hay shine in honour blighter than the sun 
And with the virtue of my iieauteous rays 
Make this fair Land as fruitful aa the fields. 
That with sweet milk and honey overflowed. 
God in the whizzing of a pleasant wind 
Shall march upon the tops of mulberry treei. 
To cool all breasta that bum with any griefs ; 
Aa whilom he was good to Moyns' men. 
By day the Lord s^l sit within a clood, 
To guide your footstepe to the fieida of joy ; 
And in the night a pillar bright aa fire 
Shall go before yon hke a second aah, 
Wherein the Essence of bia Qodhead is ; 
That day and night you may be broogfat to peace. 
And never swerve from that dellgbtaame path 
That leads your souls to perfect happiness : 
Hue he shall do for joy when I am King. 
Then fight, brave Captains, that tbeae joy* iDay fly 
Into yonr bosoms with sweet victory. 



^6*. Fii^Ab 
Proelaim'd thro' Hebron King of Israel ; 
And now is set in fair Jerusalem 



TETHTB' FESTIVAL. 

With complete state and gloiy of & crown. 
Fifty fair footmen by my chariot run ; 
And to the air, whose rupture riuga my fame, 
Wharo'er I ride, they offer reverence. 
Why should not Absoloa, that in hia &ca 
Carries the final purpoBo of hia God, 

iThot ii, to work him grace in Israel), 
Indeavour to achieve with sU his strength 
The state that most may satisfy bia joy — 
Keeping his statutes and his covenants Bore ! 
Hia thunder is intangled in tny hair, 
And with my beauty ia hia lightning qnench'd. 
I am the man he made to glory in. 
When by the errora of my father'a sin 
He lost the path, that led into the Land 
Wherewith our chosen ancestura were blest. 



TETHYS' FESTIVAL. 



Are thsy shadows that we see 

And can shadows pleasure give I — 

Pleaeures only shadows be, 

Caat by bodies we conoaivo ; 

And are made the things we deem 

In those figures which they seem. — 

Bat these pleasures vanish fast, 

Which by shadows are e:iprest : — 

Plessorea are not, if they last ; 

In their passing ia their beat. 

Qlory ia most bright and gay 

In a flaah, and so away. 

Feed apace then, greedy eyes, 

On the wonder you behold; 

Take it audden as it flies, 

Tho' you lake it not to bold : 

Whan your eyes have done their part. 

Thought muet lengthen it in the heart. 



Altidi, Paramour to Rauj, Ike Ortal Slttn afAiitrla, eeirit 
a pitlt King of CUicLii. 

Alv. Lftdiea, go ait j'oii down nmidal thia bower, 
And let Ihe EunuchB play ^u all uleep : 
Put garlaudB made of rosea on joor heads, 
And plaj the wantons, whilst I talk awhile. 

LaAia. Thon beantifiil of all the world, we will. 

Alt. King of Cilicia, kind and courteous ; 
Like to thyself, beeauBe a lovely King ; 
Come lay thee down upon tby Mistress' biiM, 
And I will fiing and talk of LoTe to thee. 

Od. Moat nacious Paragon of exeellenee. 
It fita net auch an abject wreuh aa I 
To talk with Rasni'a Paramour and Love. 

Alv. To talk, sweet friend I who would not talk with 
Oh be not coy ; art thoa not only fair I [thee 1 

Come twine thine arma abont this snow-white neck, 
A loTe.neat far the Qre«t Atayrian King. 
Bloshing I tell thee, fair Cilician Prince, 
None but thyeelf can loerit such a grace, 

CU. Madam, 1 hope yon mean not tor to mock me. 

Alv. No,KiDg,bJrKing,my meaDiDgiatoyokethee, 
Hear me bat sing of Love : then by tuy aighs. 
My tears, my glancing looks, my changed cheep, 
Thon shalt perceive how I do hold thee deaf, 

CU. Sing, madam, if yon please ; but love in jest. 

Alv. Nay, I will love, and sigh at erery jest. 

{Skt lingi.) 



When M Bauilr kin'd to 

Thou b; Beautj doat ani 

Htdgho, deapiaa mi 



Yield ■ cruel heart to plant 01 
Do me right, and do me reuoi 
Cruelty Is eursefl lieamn. 



Hel^ho, and Tet he cjee nrt not. 

OH. MaduD your Song is pwaing passionate. 

Alv. And wilt thoD tben not pity my estate t 

CU. Ask lore of them nho pity may impart. 

Alv. 1 ask of thee, sweet ; thou bast stole m j heart. 

OU. Your love is fixed oo a greater King. 

Abi. Tut, women's love— it is a ficlile thing. 
1 love my Basni for my dignity : 
I toTe Cilician King for his sweet eye. 
I lore my Basni, since he rules the world : 
Bat more I love this Kingly little world. 
How sweet he looks !— O were 1 Cynthia's Bpbere, 
And thou Endymion, I should hold thee dear i 
Thus should mine arms be spread about thy neck. 
Thus would I kiss my Love at every lieck. 
Thus would I sigh to see thee sweetiy sleep ; 
And if thou wak'st not soon, thus would I weep ; 
And thus, and thus, and thus : thua much I love tbee. 



THE SILVER AOE : 



Prvt. may these meadows ever barren be, 
That yield of flowera no more variety ! 
Here neither ia the White nor Sanguine Bose, 
The Strawberry Flower, the Pannce, nor Violet ; 
Methinks I have too poor a meadow chose : 

......Guoj 



Going to beg, I ua vitb a Baggar met, 
Tb&t wuila OB much tw 1. I should do ill 
To take from them that Deed. — 

Ciw, afltr Oit Haft (/Act Davghltr. 

Gee. Where is my fsir and loyely Proeerpine ! 
Speak, Jove's Tair Daughter, whither art thou atny'd 1 
I 're sought the meadowa, glebes, and new-reap'd Gelda, 
Yet cajinot find mj' Child. Her scatter'd flowero. 
And garland half made up, I have lit upon ; 
Bnt her I cannot apy. Behold the trace 
Of some Itnuige wagon ■, that hath acorcht the trees. 
And singed the grass : these ruts the son ne'er sear'd . 
Where art thou. Love, where art then, Proeerpine t— 
BiiiqnatUmt TnrniH/^ *<r Pmnrt'C' 

Oer. thou that on thy shelly trumpet 

Summons the sea-god, answer from the depth. 

Tril. On Neptune's sea-horse with my ooDoave 

Thro* all the abyss I 've shrill'd thy daughter's lose. 

The ehaonels clotbed in viaters, the h>w cities 

In which the water.gode and sea-nymphs dwell, 

I hare perused ; sought tiiro' whole wooda and foreate 

Of leafless coral, planted in the deepa ; 

Toss'd up the beds of pearl ; rouzed up huge whales. 

And stem sea-monsters, from their rocky dens ; 

Those bottoms, bottomless ; shallows and ahelve^ 

And all those currents where th' earth's springs break 

Those plains where Neptune feeds his porpoises, [in ; 

Sea-morses, seals, and all hia cattle else : 

Thro* all our ebba and tides my trump bath blazed her. 

Yet can no cavern shew me I^serpine. 

Otrr. Fair sister Earth, for all these beauteous fields. 
Spread o'er thy hreast ; for all these fertile crops. 
With which rajF plenty hath enrioh'd thy bosom ; 
For all those rich and pleasant wreaths of grain. 
With which so oft Ihy temples I have crowned ; 
For all the yearly liveries, and freeh robes, 



SILVER AGE. )M 

Upon tli; Bummer beauty I bestow — 
Shew mo my Cliild ! 

Earth. Not in rcieoge, fur Ceres, 
That your remoreeless ploughs have raJc't my breast, 
Nor ^tat your irou-tootli^d h&rrowB pnot my face 
So full of wrinkles ; that you dig my sides 
For marie and soil, and make me bleed my springs 
Thro' all my open'd veins to weaken me — 
Do I conceal your daughter. I have spread 
Hy arms from sea to sea, iouk'd o'er my mountaimi, 
Examia'd all my pastures, groves, and pUins, 
Marshes and wolds, my woods and champaia fields, 
My dens and eaves — aud yet, from toot to head, 
I have no place on which tbe Moon ■ doth tread. 

Cer. Then, Earth, thou 'st lost her ; and for Proser- 
I '11 strike thee with a lasting barrenness. [pine. 

No moro shall plenty crown thy fertile brows : 
I 'II bre^ thy ploughs, tiiy onen murrain.strike : 
With idle agues I 'li oonaume thy swains ; 
Sow lares and cock!es in thy lands of wheat, 
Whose spikes the weed and oooch-grass shall outgrow. 
And choke it in the blade. The rotten showers 
Shall drown t)iy seed, which the hot sun shall parch. 
Or mildews rot ; and what remains, shall be 
A prey to ravenous birds. — Oh Proserpine ! — 
You Gods that dwell above, aud you below, 
Both of tbe woods and gardens, rivers, brouks. 
Fountains and wells, some one among yon all 
Shew me her self or grave ; to you I call. 



Are. That can the river Arethusa do. 
My streams you know, fair Goddess, issue forth 
From Tarta^ by the Tenarian isles : 
My head 's in Hell where Stygian Pluto reigns. 
There did I see the torely Proserpine, 
Whom Pluto hath rapt hence : behold her girdle, 
Which on her way dropt fram her lovely waist. 
And scatler'd in my stream 8.— Fair ftueen, adien ! 
Crown you my banks with flowers, as I tell true, 

• PTDBerplne ; who wsa also lima In nuyen, DUuia on Ea 



THE GOLDEN AGE. 



[B1LLA» the vife i^Satubn, ii bn ttf 



e ho die. 

Sweet Lad, I wou^d lb;' father saw tbee emile. 
Tiiy beauty, and thy pretty infancy. 
Would mollify hie heart, were 't hew'd from fl!ut, 
Or carved with irou tools from Cursic rock. 
Thoo laugh'st to think (Jiou muBt be kill'd m jest. 
Ob ! if thou needs must die, I '11 be thy murthereaa. 
And kill thee with my kiaaea, pretty knave — 
And canst thoo laugh to see thy mothei' neep t 
Of art thou in thy clieerful Hmilea eo free. 
In scorn of thy rude fatlier'B tyranny ! 
I 'II kiss thee ere I kill thee : for my life 
The Lad so Broiles, 1 cannot bold the knife. 

Vat. Then give him me ; 1 am his Grandmother, 
And I will kill liim gently : this sad office 
Belongs to me, as to the next of kin. 

Sift. For heaven') late, ichen you tiU Mm, hart him not. 

Vett. Coiae, little knave, prepare your naked tUioat 
I have not heart to give thee many wounds. 
My kindness k to liULe thy life at once. 

Alack, my pretty Grandchild, smileat Ihoa still ) 
I have lust to k^ bat have no heart to kill. 

Nurte. You may be careless of the King's command, 
But it concerns me ; and I lore my life 
More than 1 do a Stripling's. Give him me, 
I 'II make hitn euce ; a sharp weapon lend, 
I '11 qaicUy bring the Youngster (e hie end. — 



BDSSY D-AUBOIB. 



AUck, mj pretty knave, 'tvere toi 
Wilh & sharp knife to touch thy t< 
O Mndam, he's so full of Migef grace. 



_ . ... , he smiles so in my face. 

Sib. I 'il wiok, and atriko ; eome, once more reach 
him hither ; 
For die he muEt, su Sntum hath decreed : 
'Lbs for a world I would not see him bleed. 

Veit. Ne shftll he do. But swear me secrecy ; 
The Babe shall live, and we be dangerless. 



BUS8Y D'AMB0I3 HIS REVENGE: 

Platnand Flafirt. 

OaUe. — I would have these things 
Broueht upon Stages, to let mighty Misers 
See all ^leir grave and serious mischiefs play'd, 
As once they were in Athene and old Borne. 

Clermota. Nay, we must now have nothing bronght 
But puppetry, and pied ridiculous antics, [on Stages 
Men thither come to langb, and feed fool-fat ; 
Check at all goodnesa there, as b«ng profaned : 
When, wheresoever GoodneEB comes, ehe makes 
The place still sacred, though wil^ other feet 
Never so much 'tis scandal' d and polluted. 
Let me learn any thing, that fit* a man, 
In any Stables shewn, as well u Stage*. — 

Baligny. Why, is not all the World esteem'd a Stage 1 

Ctermoni. Yes, and right worthily; and Stages too 
Have a respect due to them, if but only 
For nhat the good Greek Moralist says of them : 
" Is a man proud of greatnesa, or of riches 1 
Give me an expert Actor ; 1 11 shew ail 
Tliat can within h!s greatest glory fall : 
Is a man fraid with poverty and lownesa I 
Give me on Actor ; I 'II (hew every eye 
What he laments st^ and so much does tly : 
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The beat and worst of botli." — If but for this tben, 

To make Ibe proudeat oulaiile, that most swells 

With IhingB witbaut hioi, and aboTe liia worth, 

See iiow amali cauaa he has to be ao biowti up ; 

And the roost poor man, to be grie»'d with poomeas ; 

Both being so easily borne by expert Actara : 

The Stage and Actors are not ao contemptful, 

Ab every ipnovatjng Puritan, 

And ignorant Swearer out of jealous envy. 

Would have the world imaftine. Aud bEsidea 

That alt Chin^ have been liken'd to the mirth 

Used upon Stages, and to Stages fitted ; 

The Spleuetive Philosopher, that ever 

Laugh'd at them all, were worthy the ensta^ng : 

All objects, were they ne'er Bo full of tears. 

He Bo conceited, that lie could distil thence 

Matter, that alill fed hia ridieutoua humour. 

Heard he a Lawyer, oever so vehement pleading. 

He stood and laugh'd. Heard he a Tradesman, swear. 

Never so thriftiiy, selling of hia wares, |ing 

He atood and laugh'd. Heard he a Holy Brother, 

For hollow ostentation, at his prayers 

Ne'er so impetuonsly, he stood and laugh'd. 

Saw he a Great Man, never so insulting. 

Severely inflicting, gravely giving laws, 

Not for their good but his — he stood and laugh'd. 

Saw he a Youtliful Widow, 

Never so weeping, wringing of her hands 

For her dead Lord, still the Fhiloaopher laugh'd.— 

Now, whether he supposed alt these Presentments 

Were only maskeriea, and wore false faces. 

Or else were simply vain, 1 take no care ; 

But atill he laugh'd, how grave eoe'erthey w^* 

Sleiciim. 
in this one thing all the discipline 

A Man to join himself with the Universe 
1 n his main away ; and make (in all thinga fit) 
One with that All ; and go on, round aa it : 
Not plucking from the whole hia wtetched part, 
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And into etraiCs, or into naught revert ; 
Wishing the complete Universe might be 
Subject to auch a rag of iC aa He. 
Appariliant birbre Oil Body'i Death .■ Bcolici, Beeonil Sight. 

these true Shadows of the Guise and Cardinal, 

Fore-running thus their Bodies, may approve. 
That all things lo be done, as here we live, 
Are done before all Umes in lb' other life. 



SATIB0MA8TIX : 

A COMIDY. Bv Thohas Dbcksh, 16024^. 

Horace. What could 1 do, out of a just revenge. 
But bring them to the Stue t they envy me, 
Because I hold more worthy compaay. [for thine, 

Ihmetrml. Good Horftce, no ; my cheeks do blush 
Ab often as thou epeak'st so. Where one true 
And nobly-virtuous spirit for thy best part 
Loves thee, I wish one ten even from my heart. 
I make account 1 put up as deep share 
In any good man's love, which Ihy worth owns. 

Thy friends with bays to crown tliy Poeey, 
No, hece the gall lies ; we that know what stuff 
Thy very heart is made uf, know the stalk 
Ou which thy learning grows, and can give life 
To thy (once dying) baseness, yet must we 
Dance antics on thy paper. 

Ori^mu. This makes us angry, but not eavioos. 
No 5 were thy warpt soul put in a new mould, 
I 'd wear thee as a jewel set in gold. 



li Comedj, I 



." <n whJch he bud 



THE ANTIPODES : 

A OOUBDT. Bt RlCHtUI BiHxniB. U33. 

Dintllimi Is Plantri. 

NobUnum. ■ My »ctiirH 

Are ft1[ in resdineaB, and I think all perfect 
But one, tb»t never will be perfect in ■ tiling 
HestuiJioB; yet he niakeH BuehBhiftB extempore, 
(Knowiag the purpuse nbab he ia to epeak to), 
That he moves minh in me 'bore all the rest 
Fur 1 am none of those Poetic Furies, 
That threats the actor's life, in a whole Play 
That adds a syllable, or takes away. 
If he can fribble through, and move delight 

Id olherB, I am pleased • • • • 

Let me not bcc you now. 

In the scholastic way you brought to town with j'oii, 

With see^w, aack-a-dowB, like a sawyer ; 

Nor in a comio scene play Heroules Furoai, 

Tearing your throat to split the audieots' can ; — 

And you. Sir, you had got a, trick of late 

Of holding out your breech in a aet speech ; 

Your lingers fibulating on your breast. 

As if your buttons or your baadstrings were 

Helps to your memory ; lei me see you in 't 

No more, I charge you. No, nor yon, Sir, 

In that o'er-action of your legs I told you of. 

Your siugles and your doubles— look you^thm — 

Like one of the dancing.mastors of the bear-gsjdao ; 

And when yoa Ve spolie, at end of every nieech. 

Not minding the reply, you turn you round 

As tumblers do, when betwiit every feat 

They gather wind by tirking up their breeohea. 

I '11 none of these abeurdities in my bouse ; 

But words and aotions married so together, 

That shall strike harmony in the ears and eyes 

Of the severest, if judicious, ciitics. 
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PUiyeit. My Lord, we are corrected. 

AWmuHi. Go, be ready. — 
But j'ou. Sir, arH incorrigible, and 
Take licence to younelf to add unto 
Your parts your own free fancy ; and M 
To alter or dimioiBh what the writer 
With care and skill composed ; and when yoa are 
To speak to your Co.actors in the scene. 
You hold Lnterloqutions with the audienla. 

Player. That is > way, my Lord, has been allowed 
On elder stages, to move mirth and laugh (er. 

XobUman. Yes, in the days of Tarieton and Kerop, 
Before the Stage was purged from barbariBm. 
And brought to the perfection it now shines with. 
Then FooU and Jeatera spent their wita, because 
The Poets were wise enough to save their own 
For pr«fitabler uaes. — 

*oo*» 0/ Iravtts, bn prcUndiiif thatie himiil/liai linna 

PEUoanis, Iht patlft, Doctdr. Lidv, 

Per, All the world over have you been ! 

Doctor. Over and under too. 

Per. In theAn^podCB I 

Boa. Yea, through and through . 
Nor isle nor angle in the other world 
Bot I have made discovery of. Do yoa 
Think, Sir, to the Antipodes such a jouTDoy 1 

Pit. I think there 's none beyond it, and that Man- 
Was the only man came near it. 

J)oct. Mandevil went tar. 

~ frs that 1 can r« 

r famous 
eountrymant 

Per. Drake was a Didapper to Mandevil. 
Candish and Hawkins, Frobisher. all our voyagers 
Went short of Mandevil : but had he reach'd 
To this place—here — yes here — this wilderness ; 
And seen the trees of the sun and moon, tliat ijteai:, 

...,.„Cu.»k' 
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And tuld Kiag AlexaDder of hia death ; 

He (hen 

Had left a paeaBge ope for tcavelleTS, 

That now ia kept and guarded bj wild besBte ; 

DntgoDB and serpenta, elephants white and blue ; 

UnicnrnB and Iiodb, of manj' oolonra t 

And monsteis more, as numberlesa as luunelees. 

J>oct. Stay there — 

Per. Bead here else : can vou read t 
Ib it not true ! 

Dod. Nu tL'uer, than I have seen it. 
You hear me not deny that all ie true. 
That Mundevil delivers of hia travele ; 
Yet 1 myself may be as well believed. 

Ptr. Siuce jon B|)eak revereDtly of him, aay on. 

D/n:!. Of Europe I 'II Qot speak, 'tis too near home ; 
Who 's not familiar with the Spanish garb, 
Th' Italian crioge, French shrug, aiid German hug ! 
Nor will I trouble you with my observations 
Fel«h'd from Arabia, Paphlagonia, 
MeBopotamia, Mauritania, 
Syria, Thessalia, Persia, India ; 
All stiil is too near home : tho' I have touch'd 
Tlie clouds upon the Pyreneau mountaina, 
And been on Paphoa liiij, where I have kias'd 
The image of bright Venus ; all is still 
Too near borne to be boasted. They sound 
In a far traveller's ear. 
Like tile reports of those, that heggingly 
Have put out on returoa from Edinbiu^h, 
Paris, or Venice ; or perhaps Madrid, 
Whither a MLIIaner may with half a nose 
Smell out bis way : and ia not near so difficult. 
As for some man in debt, and unprotected, 
To walk from Charing Ci-oss to the Old Exchange. 
No, I will pitch DO nearer thau the Antipodes j 
That whiah ia furthest distant ; foot (o foot 
Against our region. 

Zady. What, with their heels upwards I 
Bless us, liow 'scape they breaking of their necks ) 

Honl. They walk upon firm earth, as we do here ; 
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And have the flrniBnieDt over their beads, 
Ab we hare here. 

Lady. And yet jmt nnder ns I 
Where is Hell then I ifthey, whosefeet are toTuda Us 
At the knrer part of the world, have Heaven too 
Beyood their heads, whrav '» Hell t 

Doet. Yon may find that 
WithoDt enqnit}'. 

Scene, ot the Antipoda, 
S. B- In Ou AnUpmlii, entry thing goa cmtrary to owr 
matleri i old ««> go Id nkuil again. 4c. 

Bentml {to hit ytnmg Matter). Haw well you saw 
Your fiitber to Bchool to day, knowing hovr apt 
He ia to play the truant '. 



Three knaves in a cluster. 

Son. this is gallant pastime. Nay, come on. 
Is this your school t was that your lesson, ha 1 

lit Old Man. Pray now, good Son, indeed, indeed— 

Son. Indeed 
You shall to Bchool. Away with him ; and lake 
Their waeshipe with him, the whole cluster of 'em. 

and OldMan. Yon Bha'nt send U9now,eo yoa sha'nt- 

irdOldMim. Webenoneofyourfather, BowebeVt. 

&>n. Away with 'em, I aay; and tell their school- 

What tniants they are, and bid her pay 'em soundly. 

AU three. Oh, oh, oh t 
Lady. Alas 1 will nobody beg pardon for 
The poor old boys 1 [to School ! 

EnglM, Travdler. Do men of such lait yeara here go 
"~'' V. They would die dunces else. 



.ugk 
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Then neia gi'eat acholue in their yooth ; but what 
Age grawa upon meu here, tbeir leanung waalw. 
And so decttya, thst it they live unCil 
Threescore, their boub send them to Echool Kgaia ; 
They 'd die bb Bpeechiegs else aa new-born cbildMH). 

Englitk Travdler. Tis n wise nation ; and the piety 
Ot the young men most rare and commendable. 
Yet give me, as & eti'OQger, leave to beg 
Their liberty thia day. 

Son. Tis granted. 
Hold up your heads, and thank the Gentleman, 
Like ocholaTB, with your heels now. 

AUthree. Qratiat, gratiat, gnUia». \_Eixwtt tinging. 



THE ASPARAGUS GARDEN : 

A COUDT. BT TBI BAUS ADTBOR. ISM. 

Ptivau Ci>nf'<titu. 

Faiker-in-Lavi. You ^l not BBsault me in my own 
house, nor urge me Ijeyond my patience with your bot. 
rowing attempts. [or borrowbg : 

Spendthrift Kmghi. I bave not need the word of loan 
Only some private conference I requested. 

Fi^. Private eopference '. a new-coined word for 
bori-owing of money. I lell you, your very face, your 
countenance, tho' it bo glossed with knigliUiood, lookn 
so borrowingly, that the best words you give rae are as 
dreadful as Stand and Deliver. — Your riotousness 
abroad, and tier long nigh t-watchin^athome, shortened 
my dauglilar'a days, and cast hor into her ^ve ; uid 
'twas not long before all her estate was buned too. 

Spend, I wish my life might have excused 
Her'B for more precious ; never lisd a man 
A juster cause to mourn, 

Fafh. Nor moum'd more justly, it is your only 
wearing! youliave just nune otiier i nor have had any 
means to purchase better any time these seven years, 
1 take it ; by which means you have got the name of 
tile Mourning Knight. 
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TiHOTHT BovDiN, «( Vcomai'i Son, daira to be mail n Om- 

Moneylach. Wei], Sir, we will tahe the speeiiiEat 

Hoyd. But must I bleed I [couree with you. 

Men. Yes, you must bleed ; yoarfat1iei''B blood tduhI 
He was but a Yeoman, wns he T [out. 

Hoyd. Ab rank a Clown (none diapraised) as any in 
SomersetBhire. 

Man. His foul rank blood of bacon and pease porritcb 
Must out of you to the last dram — 

Springi. Fear nothing, Sir. 
Your blood shall be taken oal hy degrees ; and your 
veins replenished with pore blood still, ta you loso the 
puddle. 

Hi/yd. I was bewitch'd, I think, before I was begot, 
to have a Clown to my fatlier. Yet my mother said 
she was a Gentlewoman. 

Spr. Said 1 what will not woman say t 

^DR. Be content. Sir ; here 's halt a labour saved : 
youBhall bleed but of one Bide. The Mother vein shull 
not be pricked. 

Timchicood. I have put him into these fits this forty 
yeara, and hope to choke him at last. \.Aildi: asiiixU. 

Striker. Huh, hah, huh ! so he is gone, the villain's 
gone in hopes that he hae killed me, when my comfort 
IS he has recovered me. I wbb heart-sick with a con- 
ceit, which lay so mingled nith my phlegm, that I had 
GriBbed if I had not broke it, and made me spit it out ; 
m, be ia gone, 1 'II home merrily. 1 would not he 
should know the good he had done me for half my 
estate ; nor would 1 be at peace with him to save it 
all. I wonld not lose hia hatred for all the good neigh- 
bourhood of the pari^. 
Hia malice works upon me 
Past all the drags and all the Doctor's counsels. 
That e'er 1 coped with ; he has been my vexation 
E'er since ray wife died ; if the rascal knew it, 
He wonld be friends, and I were instantly 
Bat a dead man ; I could not get another 
To anger me bo handsomely. 
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SIR RICHARD FANSHAW'8 TRANaLATIOK OF 
"aUEBER FOR SOLO QUERER - ~ >• TO LOTE FOR 

LOVE'S 8AKB;" 



rnchantt a iituen tff Arab]/ J butjinl, ovtranubtifyti^et 
fall! a$Utp in IXi EnehanUi Qrovt, wArri Zuidadu kir- 
iilf canting bf, lUaU IHt Picture flam HIm, Thi fotiiom <tf 
tlu Somanci ariiH /rwn hU ruaertt at Mttg talm lo 
neffllffent; anther dUdain that Jv rkouid tfetp, kavirtglAe 
company of her Pictur^M SKe hire piaj/j upon him^ who 
Itoii HOI nit know lur. in lilt dligaile o/a Biulie. 

Pel. What a spuikiag Labradoni ! 

Zet. Yoa, the unkeat Knight, God ye gnd mom* 1 

Pel. Tlie time or day thou dost mistake. 

Zfl. — Kud joy — 

Pel. —of wfa&l — 
Zel. That 1 dacorer, 
Sy & sure aigD, ;0Q are awake. 
Pel. Awake I the algo— 
Zel, Your being a lorer. 
Pet. ]n love am 1 1 
Zel. - 



And discover Ihnt sweet hee. 
Which covers bo much wit and graoa. 

Ztl. You but dieam so : Bleep again. 
And forget it. 

Pel. Why, now, Saint 1 

Zel. Why, the Lady, tfaat went inf. 
Looks as it Uiat she did paint. 

I The Eucbimtea CtuHt 
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Ftl. Wtant baa tint to do with steeping I 
She is indeed ftngelic&l. 

Zei, T/uU picture now 'b well worth youc keeping. 
For why I 'tus on original. 

Pd. Is this Shepherdeu a Witch I 
Or saw the sleeping trsason, which 
I committed againat Love 
Ei«t^ in the Enchaoted Grove I 
Ue hast thoa oyer Been before ! 

Ztt. Seen 1 aye, and know thee for a man 
That will turn him, and sleep more 
Than a dozen dunces cbji. 
Thou ken'at little wh&t sighs mean. 

Ffi. Uayeii, by Jove, that face serene. 

ZtL Wbat, to make thee Bleep again ) 

Rl. Still in Hddlea t 

Zd. Now he sees : 
Thia pinching wakee bim by degrees. 

Pfl. Art thou a I^ph ! 

Zel. Of Parnaas Green. 

Fel. Sleep 1 indeed, or am I mod I 

Zel. None Berva thee bat the Enchanted Queen I 
I think what dull conceits ye have bad 
Of the bird PhcBOix, which no eye 
E'er saw ; an odoriferonB Lye : 
How of her beaaty's spells die 'a told ; 
That by her spirit thou sft lunnted ; 
And, having slept away the old. 
With this new Mistreaa worse enchanted. 

Pel. I affect not, Shepherdess, 
MjBcIf in Buch fine terms to express ; 
Sufficeth me an humble strain : 
Too little happy to be vain. — 

Zel. Sir Gallant, not ao fast. 
" !. See thee I will. 



Zel See me 



But touch not mut you 



[SA< laka iiffhtr 
■rtheleafdotbfaUl 
is worthy to comprize 



toe auERER poR BOLo qukrer. 

The kmiet of eo rare a wit : 

Nor, Ihat it gri»v> in Paradise ; 

Bat Psmdise doth grow in it. 

The tall and slender trunk no lew divine, 

Tho' in a lowly Shepherdeases rine. 

Thia should be that bo famaua Queen 
For unquell'd valour and disdain. — 
In these Enchanted Wooda is seen 
Nolhiog but illusians vain, 

Zd. What stares the man at I 

Fd. I compare 
A picture — I once mine did call — 
With the divine Original. 

Zel. Foll'a again asleep you are : 
We poor human Shepherd Lasses 
Nor are pictured, nor use glasseB. 
Who skip their rank, themselves and bettera wrong ; 
To our Dames, God bless 'em, saeh quaint things belong. 
Here a tiny brook alone. 
Which fringed with borrow'd flowera (he has 
Gold and silver enough on liia own] 
Is heaven's proper iooking-glasB, 
Copies us : and its reflections, 
Shewing natural perfecOons, 
Free from soothing, free from error, 
Are our pencil, are our mirror. 

Fd. AH thou a Shepherdess ! 

Zd. — and bore 
On a mountain, called There. 

Fd. Wear'st thon ever heretofore 
Lady's clothes ! 

Zd. I Lady's gear 1 — 
Yes — what a treacherous poll have I ! — 
In a CouDtry Comedy 
I once enacted a main part ; 
Still I have it halt by heart : 
The hmouB History it was 
Of an Arabian — let me see — 
No, of a ftueen of Tarlary, 
Who all her eex did far surpass 

Lio.is^o:-, Google 
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In beanty, nit, and ehivnlry : 

Who with inyincible diadain 

Would fi>o], when she was in tha vein, 

FrioceB with all their wila about 'em ; 

Bnt, an they slept^ to death she 'd flout 'em. 

And, by ths mass, with such a mien 

My Majesty did play the Qjieen ; 

Our Curate had my Fictare made 

Id the eune robes in which I play'd. 

[To id; tB>it« Ihll is Aoe. elsgant, Quoen-Iiks raillei; ; a leeond 

Kit hag itlll better prelemioiia ttiau eten Shalupaie'i ; (or «)ter 
leadiiu three pair of Ro^aJ Lovera tbro' endlesi maEes of dDubu> 

giiuita, apd ^D^-banded against armies l to the exact Etate In 
whidiall the loreis might witli the grtUat ptoprletj indulgs tlirtr 

thdrLovaisi and.asanfljLeniplltlcaluinot the moraJof the pSy, 
'■Loringfor loriog^ iakB,"and a hypei-pUtnnle.lnilj Spanish 

Broof oftbeliaffBatlaiu — damand thai the LoTern BhalJ ronaerit to 
lelT olrtrewM' toktsg upou them the vo» of a gingle life : lo 

Hmaent— ThefcrttathatitwiHaCourt Plaj. in which ths Cha- 
racton; main* elant«, and all ; were placed hy femalea, and those 
of Du, hIghestorSor or Crandeeship. No nohleman might be par- 

ae that of wodloeXthDngh hul (n a plaj. 
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Truth's Banctuary t Inuoceiiey'a qiring 1 
InTentioa'H limbeck 1 Contnoplation's wing I 
Fesce of my eoul, which I too l^le puraiied ; 
That linow'st Dot the wurld'a ruD iDquiotude ; 
Where friends, the thieves of time, let m tXona 
Whole days, and it buu'b bourH ore all hia own. 
Eonu in prairt of the Samt^ 



— Midi]' I do lire in fear. 
For, tbongb I would not f^r appear, 
And thoaEh in truth I am not (air, 
Haunted I am like tliose Chat are ; 
And here, among these ruatUng leavea, 
With which the wanton wind must pUy, 
Inapired by it, my sense perceives 
This anawy Jasmin whispering say, 
How much more frolic, white and fair 
In her green lattice she doth stand, 
To enjoy the free and cooler air, 
Than in the prison of a hand* • 

« Cluidiasa, tba Enduntol 
towing apite h . 
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I loob'd if underneath tho cope 
Were one that loved, and did not hope ; 
But from his nobler bou] ramove 
Tliat modem Aen»^ t« lorn ; 
When, hearing a shrill Toice, I turn, 
And lo ! a Bweet-toogued Nightingale, 
Tender adorer of the Morn,— 
In him I found that One and All. 
For that aame faithful bird and true. 
Sweet and kiud and constant lover, 
Wond^roua passion did discover. 
From the terrace of an eugh. 
And tho' ungrateful she appear'd 
Unmoyed with all she «aw and heard ; 
Every day, before 'twas day, 
More and kinder things he 'd say. 
Courteous, and never to be lost, 
Retum'd nut with complaiute, but praise 
Loving, and all at his own cost ; 
SuiTermg, and without hope of ease : 
For with a sad and trembling throat 
He breathes into her breast this note : 
" I love, thee not, to make thee mine ; 
But love thee, 'cause thy form 's divine." 

Thitrut AUinct in lovt. 
Zelidaura, star divine. 

That do'at in highest orb of beauty shine ; 
Patdon'd Murd'reBs, by that heart 
Itself, which thou dost kill, and coveted smai 
Tliough my walk bo distant ties 
From the sunshine of thine eyes ; 
Int« SDlIen shadows hurl'd, 
To lie here bariod from the world 
'Tie the least reason of niy moan. 
That 80 much earth is 'twixt ua thrown. 
'Tis absence of auotber kind, 
Orieves me ; for where yon are present too, 
Love'i Geometry does find, 
I have ten thoasand mitea to you. 
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>t absence to be fir. 



Te a Warriorin. 
HeaT'D, that created thee tbiu vorlikej Btole 
InUi a womao's body a msn'a eonl. 
Bnt nature'B lair in vain doEt tliou gajamj ; 
The woman'H valour Ilea another way. 
The dreaa, the tear, the blush, the vilchiDg; eye. 
More witching tongue, are b^uty'a annoury : 
To rally : to diacourse in companies. 
Who 's fiae, who courtly, who a wit, who iriee ; 
And with the awing sweetnesa of a Dame, 
As eoneciouB of a face can tigera tame. 
By taaka and circumetaoceB to discove^ 
AiiiongHt the beet of Princes, the beat LoTOr ; 
( The fruit of all thoBe ilowen) who Bsrres with n 
Self diffidence, who with the greatest boast ; 
Who twists an eye of Hope in braids of Fear ; 
Who silent (made for nothing bat to bear 
Sweet Bcom and injuries of love) envies 
Unto his tongue the treasure of hi* eyes : 
Who, without vaunting ehape, hath only wit i 
Nor iinowB to hope reward, tho" merit it i 
Then, out of all, Co make a choice so rare, 
So lucky-wise, as if thou wert not fairf. 

AU Mltanfl riparaiU but a lait Im. 

A second Argo, freighted 

With fear and avarice. 

Between the sea and skies 

Hath penetrated 

To the new world, unworn 

With the red footsteps of the snowy mom. 

• ClBrtdDTo, rival ta Fellshrsvo, ipcakt Ihii. 
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Thirsty of mines : 

She comes I'ich bnek : and (the curl'd ntrnpire pi 

Ot WBtry mountainsj oaat 

Up by the winds) 

Ungrateful shelf near home 

Gives her DBorped gold a ailver liome. 

A devout Pilgrim, who 
To foreign temple bare 

Good pattern, ierreDt prayer, 

Spuir'd by a pious tow } 

Measuring so lai^e a space. 

That earth Uok'd regions for bis pUnta* to tnwe 



Joyful retaroB, tho' poor ; 

And, just by his abode, 

Falling into a road 

Which laws did ill eecuie, 

Sees plunder'd by a thief 

(0 happier man than I '. for 'tis) bia life. 



ConspicnouB grows a Tree, 
Which wanton did appear. 
First fODdling of the year, 
With smilini bravery, 
And in his blooming pride 
The Lower Houae of Flower 



When his silk robes and fair 

(His youth's embroidery. 

The crownet of a spring, 

NarciBBua of the air) 

Bongh Boreas doth oonfoand, 

And with his trophies strews the ecomed ground. 

< SolMeftOtleM. 



ai! QUBRER FOR SOLO QUKRSR. 

TroBted to tedious hope 

So mnny moatlis the Com ; 

Wbich now begins to tOTD 

Into a golden crop : 

The liutj grapes, (nhicb plamp 

Are the laat Eorewell of the summer'a pomp). 

How spacions spreads the vine 1 — 
Nursed up wilh how much care. 
She lives, ahe thrives, grows fair ; 
'Bout her loved Elm doth twine : — 
Comes a cold cloud ; and laj's. 
In one, tbe fiibrio of ao man; dti;B. 

A silver Kiver small 



(The warbling virginal. 

To which [he merry birds do sing — 

Timed with Bt«pa of gold* the silver string) ; 

He BteaU by a greenwood 

With fugitive feet ; 

Gay, jolly, sweet : 

Cornea me a troubled flood ; 

And scarcely one eand stays, 

To ba a witnesa of hia golden days. — 

The ship's upweighed; 

The Pilgrim made a Saint ; 

Next spring re-crowuB tbe Plant ; 

Winds raise the Com was hud j 

The Vine is pnmed ; 

The Rivniet new tuned ;— 

Bat in the III 1 bare 

I 'm left alive only to dig my grave. 

• AQuiioiutoUM Tsgu, udgaldeDUDdi. 



DOWNFALL OF BOBERT, EARL OP 

Lost Beauly, I will dia, 

But I will thee recover ; 

Aod that I die uot inetaQtly, 

Shews me more perTect Lover : 

Fur (my soul gooe before) 

I live not now to live, but to deplor 



Shdton (to thf Audience). The youth that leads you 
virgin by the hand 
As doth the Sun the Morning richly clad, 
Is our Earl Bobert— of your Rubin Hood- 
That in those dajB was Earl of HuutingdoD. 

'B.OBiti ricouttti li>iiti.uiM the vUanTa of a firat life. 
Hobin. Marian, thou see'et, tho' courtly pleasures 

Yet country sport in Sherwood is not scant ; 

For the souUravishing delicious sound 

Of instrumental music, we have found 

The winged quiristers, with divers notes 

Sent from their quaint recording pret^ throats, 

On every branch that compasseth our bower, 

Without command coatenting us each hour. 

For arras hangings and rich tapestry. 

We have sweet Nature's best embroidery. 

For thy steel glasa, wherein thou wont'al to look, 

Thy ohrystal eyes gaze in a chrjstal brook. 

At Court a flower or two did decli thy head ; 

Now with whole garlands it is circled : 

For what we want in wealth, we have in Sowers ; 

And what we lose in halla, we find in bowers. 

Mariaa. Marian hath all, sweetBobert, having thee; 
And guesaes thee as rich in having me. 

.......Cu.,8lc 



114 DOWNFALL OF BOBBRT, BABL OF HCKHNGDON. 

auDLiT neomU to Bcathukk Ok pliatwrti nfan OutlmV* lift. 
ScarUU Ifa fall seven years since we were outlaws 
And vre*lchy Sherwood was our heritiige. [first. 

For kll tbose years we reigned unconlrutl'd. 
From Bsmndale shroes to Nottinghsm's red cliCfb. 
At Blithe nnd TickhitT were we wcleome gueats ; 
Good George.R- green at Bradrord was our Mend, 
And wanton WakeSeld'a Pinner loved us well. 
At Birnsley dwells a Potter tough and strong, 
That never brook'd wo brethren should have wrong. 
The Nuns of Fameiielil, pretty Nuns they be. 
Gave napkins, shirts, and bands, (o him and me. 
Bateman of Kendal gave tis Kendal green. 
And Sharpe of Leeds sharp arrawa for us made. 
At Rotherbam dwelt our Bowyer, God him hlios ; 
Jackaon he higbt, his bows did never miee. 

Pitx. Wall did he write, and miokle did he know. 
That said " This world's felicity was woe. 
Which greatest Btates can hardly undergo." 
Whilom Fitzwater in fair England's Court 
Possest felicity and happy state, 
And in his hall blithe Fortune kept her sport ; 
Which glee one hour of woe did ruinate. 
Filzwater once had castles, towns, and towers ; 
Fair gardens, orchards, and delightful bowers \ 
Uut now nor garden, orchard, town, nor tower. 
Hath poor Fitzwater left wittiin his power. 
Only wide walks are left me in the world, 
Which these stiff limbs will hardly let me tread : 
And when I sleep, heaven's gloriona canopy 
Me and my mossy couch doth overspread. 

Fill. — in good time eee where my comfort etands. 
And by her lies dejected Hontingdon. 
Look how my Flower holds flowers in her bands. 
And flings those sweats upon my sleepiug son. 



DOWNFALL OF ROBERT, EABL OP HUNTINGDON. U16 

J«im» hi:<iietfUind, to Irg (/.lis uJUkngur ilm. 
Mar. What aged mm art thou I or by what chalice 
Caiaest thou thus far into the wa^^leBci vood I 

Piu. Widow, or wife, or maiden, if thon b« i 
Lend me thy hand ; theu eee'st I oaanot «ee. 
Bleaeiug betide thee 1 little feel'et thou want : 
With me, good child, food is both hard and scant. 
These smooth even veiue assure me. He is kind, 
Whate'er he be, my girl, that thee doth And. 
I poor and old am reft of all earth's good : 
And desperately am crept into tliis wood. 
To seek the poor man's patron. Rubin Hood. 

Mar. And thou art welcome, welcome, aged man. 
Aye ten times welcome to Maid Uarian. 
Here 's wine to cheer Ihy heart ; drink, aged man. 
There's venison, and a knife ; here's manchet Rne. — 
My Robin stirs : I must sing him asieep. 
A Jai/mtxt. 
A Wickid Prior, 8rrvuign]an. 

Prior. What news with you, Sir 1 

Serv. Ev'n heavy news, mj Lord ; for the light lire, 
Falling in manner of a iire-drake 
Upon a barn of youra, hath burnt six bnma. 
And not a strike of com reserv'd from dust. 
No hand coutd save it ; yet tea thousand hands 
I/ikbour'd their best, though none fur lave of you : 
For every tongue with bitter oni'sing bann'd 
Your Lordabip, as ^e viper of the land. 

Prior. What meant the villaing ! 

Sem Thua and thus they ^ied : 
" Upon this churl, this houvler up of com. 
This spoiler of the earl of Huntingdon, 
This luet-defikd, merciless, faJae Prior, 
Heav'n mincth judgment down in shape of fire." 
Old wives that scarce could with their cmtchea creep, 
And little babes that newly leain'd to speai, 
Men masterlesB that thorough want did weep, 
All in one voice with a confused cty 
In execrations baun'd you bitterly. 
" Plague follow plague," they cried i " be hath undone 
I'he good Lord Itober^ Earl of Hunlbgdon." 



PHILLIS OF SCTROS: 

Ttui Leee Irrmmiatti ftji I><n(*. 

.Sot. Thyrsia believea thee dead, and jiietly m^ 
Within hia youthful hre«t then entertaiu 
New flames of love, and yet therein be free 
From the least show of doing injury 
Te duit ricli beauty which hs thinks exUncl, 
And happily h&th mourn'd for king ago : 
But when he Bhall perceive thee here olive, 
Hla old lost love will then with thee revive. 

P/til. That love, Serpilla, which can be removed 
With the light breath of an imagined death, 
Ib but a faint weak love j nor care 1 much 
Whether it live withiu, or stiU lie dead. 
Ev'n I myself believ'd bjm long aga 
Dead, and enclosed within an aurthen um ; 
And yet, abhorring any other love, 
1 only loved that pale-faoed beauty Btjll ; 
And those dry bones, dissolved int« dust : 
And underneath their ashes kept ^ive 
The lively flames of my atiil-buming lire. 

CEUAt being put to iltep hjf an in/Jicluai poitim, vafiiaffMif I* 



Look up, and see the heavens tui'ning round ; 
The sun descending down into the west^ 
Which not long since thou eaw'st rise in the ei 
Observe, that with the motion of the air 
These fadirig leaves do tall :~ 
Id the infernal region of the deep 



.......Ca.,3lc 



Tbe ran doth never nse, nor eier set ; 

Nor doth a fklling le&f there eW wlDra 

Those bUdc eternal plants. 

ThoQ Btill »rt on the earth 'mongit inort»l men, 

And Btill thoa liveBt. I am Narete. These 

Are the sweet fields of Soyroi. KnoVst than not 

The meadow where tbe fountain springs I this wood t 

Euro's gretX moDDtoin, and Ormiua's bill ; 

The hit! where tiiou wert bom t 

latttn, uftraSdei if Piiit.ua, /tr latin;) aHoOitr, inhfli hi 

T%yrta, O do not turn thy bee another way. 
Perhaps thou thinkeal^ by denyieg thus 
That lovely visage to these eyes of mine. 
To ponlsh my misdeeds : but think not so. 
Low on me still, and marlf me what I say, 
(For, if tbon know'at it not, 1 11 tell thee then,) 
A more severe rereager of thy wrangs 
Then const nut have than those Uit eyes of thine, 
Which by tboee abining beams that wound my heart 
punish me more than all the world can do. 
What greater paiii cnost thou inflict on me. 
Than still to keep as fire before my face 
l%at h>tely beauty, which 1 have betn^'d ; 
That beauty, I have lost t 

MnjHT breaJet q^htr /p«i**. 
Night. Bat stay 1 for there metbinba I see the Snn, 
Eternal Painter, now begin to rise, 
And timn the hearenB in vermilion dye ; 
And having dipt hie pencil, aptly framed, 
Already in the colour of the moro. 
With various temper he doth mix in one 
Darkness and Light : and d^winc curiously 
Strsit golden lines quite thro' tbe daaky sky, 
A rongfa draught of the day he seems to yield, 
With red and tawny in an azure field- 
Already, by the clattering of their bits, 

• Intlie Fiologiu. 



Ml C«SAB AMD POHPBV. 

Their gingUtig buiwM^ knd th^ OMgUog Mnnda, 

I hear Eolu utd fierce Pimu> 

Come pulling on toy back ; and tliereftNM I 

Host Bj an;. And nt I do not &f , 

Bat follow on mj' ngiuated eonTse, 

And (lieae eternal uraen 1 recetred 

From the Fiivt Mavar of the Unirerae, 



CjSSAR and POHPEY: 

A Tueuv. By O. Chapuh. 1«31. 

Catd'b SpereJk at Uiita In a Benotor^ irko Add tJtprttt.fyttr» 

Away, Statilina ; boir long Eball (hy 1ot« 

Exceed thy kaovledge of me, aod the God«, 

Who«e ri(^tB tbon wrong'st for mf right t hare ot I 

Their powers to guard me in a cause m tltein, 

Their justice and mteErit}r to guard me 

In vhal I atand for t lie th«t fears the God^ 

For guard of any goodoesi, all things fears ; 

Earth, seas, and air; heav'n ; dar^knesa ; broad day. 

Bomour, and slence, and hia yery shade : [light { 

And wbat an aspen soul has such a areatore t 

How dangeroos to bis soul is such a fear I 

la whose cold fits, is all Heav'u's justice shaken 

To his faint thoughts ; and all the gDodncas there. 

Due to all good men hy the Gods' own vows ; 

Nay, by the firujnese of their endless being i 

All which sball fail as soon as any one 

Good to a good man in them : for his goodness 

Proceeds fo>m them, and is a beam of theiis. 



More than the Gods are fearful to delend. 

Poor Slavas, how terrible tbis Death is to them ! — 
If men would sleep, the; would be wrath with oU 



CX8AB AND POUPBY. Ill 

That mtormpt Uiem ; pbj^c take, to tain 
The golden rest it briugt ; both uy knd pray 

For good Mid aoundeat nape : all bivadM conaentiiig 
In thou invDcatians ; pray iog all [Death, 

" Good rest the Gode vouebaafe yoa." Bnt when 
Sleep's natnnJ brother, comes ; that 'e nothing worae, 
But better (being more riob — and keeps the store — 
Sleep ever fickle, wayward atill, and poor) ; 
O boT men grudge, ood abahe, and fear, and fly 
His stem approaches 1 all their comrorta, l«ken 
la faith, and knowledge of the bliss and beantiei 
That watch their wakings in an endless life, 
Drowu'd in the pains and horrors of their sense 
SuBtain'd but for ui hour. 

Caio. As Natnre works in all things to an end. 
So, in the appropriate honour of that end. 
All thinga precedent have their natural frame ; 
And therefore is there a proporUon 
Betwixt the ends of those things and their piimes : 
For else there could not be in their creation 
Always, or for the most part, that firm form 
In their still like existence, that we see 
In eaeh full creature- What proportion then 
Hatb an immortal with a mortal substanoe 1 
And therefore the mortality, to which 
A man ia Bubjeot^ rather is a sleep 
Than bestial death ; since sleep and death are called 
The twiuB of niiEare. For, if absolute death, 
And bestial, seize the body of a man. 
Then there is no proportion in his parts, 
(His sool being free from death) which otherwise 
Retain diTiae proportion. For, as sleep 
No disproportion holds with human sonls. 
But aptly quickens the proportion 
'Twixt tbwn and bodies, making bodies fitter 
To pre up forms to souls, which is their end ; 
So death, twin-born of sleep, resolving ali 
Man's body's heavy parts, in lighter nature 
Hakes a re-nnion with the ^rightly soni ; 
L 2 

......Coog). 



no C£SAR AND FOKFET. 

Wlien in % •eoond life their Boingt grrva 
Hold thrir propoTtioni fimi in higtieat besTen. 

Athtnodonu. Hold fon, oof bodiea atiKll rarive ; 
Onr Boals agaia to hearen ! [nwiiwlgg 

Cato. Put doabt ; tiiongh othen 
Think heav'n ■ world too bigh for oar low reachea, 
Not liDDwiiiB the ucrad Benae of Him tliat sings, 
^ JoTe ean let down a golden cbatn from heaven, 
Wliich, tied to earth, shall fetch up earth and seas " — 
And what 'a that ^Iden ehain but our pure aouls 
That, goTem'd with his erace and drawn by bim. 
Can hoist the earth; boay up to bim 1— 
The sea, the air, and all tbe elements, 
Comprsst in it ; not while 'tis thus concrett^ 
Bat *flned bj death, sod then giv'n heav'nly heat. — 
We ahall, past deatb, 

B«tain those foims (df knowledge, leam'd in life : 
Snee if what here we lesrn we there shall Io«e, 
Our fmmortaHty were not life, but time : 
And that our soole in reawn are immortaJ, 
Their natnrat and proper object* prove ; 
Which Immortality and Knowledge ai« ; 
For to that object ever is referr'd 
The nature of the sonl, in which the acts 
Of iier high faculties are still employ'd ; 
And that true object must her powers obtain. 
To which tbey are in nature's aim directed ; 
Since 'twere absurd to have her set on object 
Whiefa poeubly she never ean aspire. 



Come, Cesar, quickly now, or lose jjour vaasaL 
How wing thee, dear Soul, and receive ber heaven. 
The earth, the air, and seas I know, and all 
The joys and horrors of their peace and wan ; 
And now will see the Gods' state and the Man. 

(htatnat in Jdivrrftir. 
Tulean from heav'n fell, yet on 's feet did light, 
And atocKl no less a God than at his height. 



B088Y D'AMBOB: 
A Tiuaror. Br G. CBiniiH, HIS. 

iHvoeatien/iirBicrecfata Zovt-Mttting. 

Tamyra. Now all the {jeacefal Regeuta of tbe Night, 
SDently-glidioE Exhalations, 

Languishing Winds, and murmuHng Falls of Waten, 
Sadness of Heart, and Ominons Secureness, 
Enchantment's dead Sleeps ; all the Friends of Heat, 
That eTer wronght upon the life of man ; 
Extend your utmost strengths, and this charm'd hour 
Fix like the centre ; make the violent wheels 
Of Time and Fortune stand ; and great Existence. 
The Maker's Treasury, now not seem to be 
To all but m}' approaching friend* and me. 

jtt Hi llaliag. 
Here 's naught but whisperiiiB with uB : like a calm 
Before a tempeat, when tbe ^nt air 
Lays her soft ear ctoee to tl>e ewth, to bcAliran 
For that, she fears is coming to afflict her. 
/nooMrtcn for a Spirit ef Iniaitgtnei. 

jyAvihoii. I long to know 
How Tay dear MiatreSB fares, and be intorm'd 
What hand she now holds on the troubled blood 
Of her incensed Lord. Methought the Spirit 
"" n he had utter'd hifl perplsKt 



He knocked his cbin against his darkened breast. 
And Htmck a churlish silence thro' his powers. — 
Terror of Darkness : thou King of Flames, 
That with thj music-footed horse doat strike 
Tbe dear light out, of chryatal, on dark earth ; 
And hnrl'st instmetive fire aboat Uie world : 
Woke, wake the drowajr and enchanted night, 



lit GOABOT. 

That deepa with dead ejea in this hwTj riddla*. 
Or tbon. Great Prince of Shades, nrhere nenr ntn 

Sticks his fiti-dart«d beama ; whoie eje» ara nuide 

To aee in dukoesB, and >ee ever best 

Where oense ii blindeat : c^wn now the heart 

Of thy abashed oracle, ths^ for fear 

Of Kane ill it includea, would fain lie bid ; 

And rise Thou with it in thy greater light-)'. 

Tin Friar (fiiiuodit lAc Ruiband efTamyrafl^aiit rtvtHgt. 
Yoor wife's offence aerree not, were it the worst 
Ydd can imagine, wiUiont greater proofs, 
To BCTar your elcrual bonds and hearts ; 
Much less t« touch her with a bloody hand : 
Mot Is h manly, much less husbandly, 
To expiate any A:silty in your wife 
With churlish strokes or beastly odds of strength — 
The stony birth of clouds J will lonch no latuel. 
Nor any sleeper. Your wife is your laurel. 
And sweetest steeper ; do not touch her then : 
Be not more rude than the wild seed of Tspour 
To her that is more gande than it rode. 



CBABOT, ADMIRAL OF FRANCE: 



Ho Aduict U BtiTAtMct. 

another'i knowledge. 

Applied to my tnstruotion, cannot equal 

My own soul^ knowledge how to inform asls. 

The snn'a lich ndianee shot thro' waves mpot btr. 

Is but a shadow to kis beams 1* th' ait | 

His beams that in th« air we so admive, 

■ He vsnti to know tlw tale of TwiDrB, wboee intitgus wli 
him tasi been dlKovend by hei Huabuia. 
t TUg orillBg apcm Llgbt sad Darkna 



EDWARD THB THnrn 

la bat % darkneas to hia Sams id fire | 
In fire bis feTvoar but in vapour fliss, 
To what his own pure boBom larefiea i 
And the Almighty Wwdum having jpTan 
Each man within hinuslf an apCer light 
To guide his acta than in>y hghl without Idsa, 
(Creating nuthing, not in all things equal,} 
It seems a fault in any that depend 
On others' linowledge, and exile their own. 

u in cloudy days we see tiie Son 

Glide over turrets, temples, rioheet fields 
(All those left dark and slighted ia his wayh 
And on the wretched plight of some poor shed 
Ponn all the glories of his goldeu head : 



Poiiits 



dy Tirtoe on this envied I*rd 



evenly 1 

.aUhis 



EDWARD TBE THIRD: 



Edaard [loliu]. She ia grown more fairer far mnce 
I came hither : 
Her voice more silver every word than other, * 
Her wit moi« fluent. What a strange diaconne 
Unfolded ahe of David, and bis Scots I 
Even thna, qnotfa she, he spake, and then ^lake lwo«d 
With epithets and accents of the Scot ; 
Bat somewhat better than ths Soot could apeak i 
And thus, quotb she, and answer'd then herself ; 
For who could apeak like her t but she herself 
Breathes &om the w^ an angel note from heaven 
Of sweet deflaoce la ber bsfbsrons foes.— 
When she would talk of peace, methinka her tongtie 
Commutded war to prison ; when of wai, 



K* EDWARD THE THIRD. 

It wftken'd CnMT from his RomaD gntTe, 
To heir mx beantifled bj her diaconrae. 
Wndom is fooliibneaB, bnt in her ttmgaa ; 
Branty ■ aUDder, bnt in ber fur face ; 
There is no aiimmar, bat in her ebeerfnl looks : 
her disdain. 
le Sf»ts that did besiege ber. 
For she is all the treaanre of onr land : 
But call them cowards, that the; ran awajr ; 
Hnvisg so rich and fair a cause to stay. 

The Ootmisi nfHi Ute Kino's UHhmi^ nit. 



^ , le Melancholy I 

Xing, Ah Lady 1 I am blunt, and cannot strew 
The flowers of Bolaee in a ground of shame. 
Since I came hither, Countess, 1 am wrong'd. 

Q/im. Now God forbid that any in my house 
Should think my safereign wivng I thtice-gentle King 
Acquvnt me with yonr canse of disconteut. 

King. How near then shall I be to remedy ! 

Oun. As near, my hege, as all my woman's power. 
Can pawn itself to buy thy remedy. 

Sistg. If tbOD spM^'st true, then hsTB I my redress. 
Engage thjr power to redeem my iow, 
And I am joyful, Conntess ; else I die. 

OiMM, I mil, my liege. 

King. Swear, Countess, that thou wilt. 

Oaun. By heji*eo I will. 

KtTtg. Then take thyself a little way aside, 
And tell thyself, a king doth dote on thee. 
Say Ibat within thy power It doth lie 
To make him happy, and that thou hast sworn 
To giro bim all the joy witbin thy power. 
Do tbia I and tell him, when I ahsll be happy. 

Ckam, All this is done, my thrice-dread soYereign. 
That power of love, that I hare power to give, 
Thou hast, with all deroot obedience. 
Employ me bow thon wilt in proof thereof. 
. Sing. Thon heor'Bt me say that I do dote on theft. 



.......Cu.,8l. 



ratWABD THB XHUU>. UI 

Conn, If on my bcaaty, Uke it if thoa caiut ; 

Though little, I do prize it ten times lead : 
If on mj virtne, lake it if tboD cauat ; 
For Tirtue's store by giring doth &ii^ea(. 
Be it on what it wilt, that I cfta gi'e, 
And thou CAnBt take tkWAj, i&herit it. 

Siiig. It a thy beauty Ibat X would ei^oy. 

Omm, O were it painted, I would wipe it off, 
And disposBess myaelf to give it thee ; 
Bot, eovereiga, it is aoldec'd to my lite : 
Take one, and both ; for, like an humble ahadow. 
It haunts the euTubine of ray siimmer'B life. 

King, But thou may'st lend it me to sport withal. 

Coun. As easy may my intellectual soul 
Be lent away, and yet my body live. 
As lend my body (palace to my sonl] 
Away from her, and yet retain my Boul. 
My body IB her bower, ber oourt, her abbey, 
And she an angel, pure, divine, noepotted ; 
If I should lend ber houBe, my lord, to thee, 
i kill my poor bodI, and my pooz soul me. 

Kin^, Didetthonnotswcartogivemewhst I wooldt 

Coan. I did, my liege, so what yon would, I couid, 

^in^. I wish DO more of thee, tluw thon may'at give ; 
Nor beg I d» not, but I rather hny ; 
That is thy love ; and for that love of thine 
In rioh exchange, I tender to thee mine. 

Cinm. But that your lips were eacred, n>y Lord, 
Von would profane the holy name of love. 
That love, you offer me, you cannot give ; 
For Ccesar owes Ibat tnbute to hie ^leen. 
That love, you beg of me, I cannot give ; 
For Sara owes that duty to her Lord. 
He, that doth clip or counterfeit your stamp. 
Shall die, my Lord : and shall yonr gaered eelf 
Commit high treason 'gaiaet the King of Heaven, 
To stamp his image in forbidden meUl, 
Fttt^etting you^ allegiaace and your oath t 
In violating marriage' sacred law, 
Yon break a greater Honour than younelf. 
7li be a iTtttff, is of a yDunger bonse 

......!cu.,glc 



am EDWARD THR THIRD. 

Thftn Ta le named : your proganitor, 
Solejeigning Adam on the nniveiHe, 
By God -una hontmr'd for ■ Quuried Hao 
But not hy hini anomted for a King. 
It U a pecaltf t4) break your aiaXatxa, 
Tho' not enacted with your HighaesB hand ; 
Haw mach more to infriiige the holy act, 
Hade by the mouth of God, aeal'd wilh hia hand. 
1 know my Sorereign, in my Huabond'a love. 
Doth but to try the Wife of SaliBbni?, 
Whethei aho wili hear a wanton's tala or no : 

r. 

Eiitg. Whether U her beauty by her words dirine t 
Or are her words aweet chaphina to her bnn^ I 
Like aa the wind doth beantify a Boil, 
And aa a sail beoomea the nnaeen wind. 
So do her words her bcAutiea, beauty worda. 

Count. He hath awom me by the name of God 
To break a vow made in the name of God. 
What if 1 swear by this ri|^t hand of miue 
To cut this right hand off I the beUerway 
Were to profane the idol, than confotmd il. 

thou World, great nurse of flattery, 

Why do9t thou tip men's tongues with golden worda. 
And poiae their deeda with weight of heavy lead. 
That fair parformance cannot follow promise 1 
O that a man might hold the hearf a close book 
And choke the l&viab tongue, when it doth utter 
The breath of EalaehiMd, not chBracter'd there I 

atn, Hwtl (n J(s» Plaa. 
An honourable g»Te is more esteemed, 
Than the polluted closet of a king ; 
The greater man, the great«' ia 'Cae thing, 
Be it good or bad, that be ahall nndeitake. 
An nnrepnied male, flying in the sun, 
Pr«seiita a greater aulratance than it )• ; 



DOCTOR IWDYPOL. 

The frethett ■ammei'i day doth sooneat taint 

The loaUied ourion, that it ieemi to kiss ; 

Deep are the blows made with a m^ht; uce ; 

That iin does ten times aggravate itself, 

That is eommitted in aholy place ; 

An evil deed done hy authority 

Ib Bin, and subornation ; deck an npe 

In tissue, and the beauty of the rohe 

Adds but the greater scom unto the beast ; 

The poison shews worst in a Eolden cup ; 

Daili night seeuis darker by die lightning fla^ ; 

lilies that fester, smell fsr worse than weeds. 

And every Glory, that inclines to Sin, 

The sliune is treble by the oppodte. 



DOCTOR DODYPOL : 

lOHIDT. AUTHOB r«SNOWll. 



a Fainter, painting Hi ^fMral 

■IgTDtWOO. 

Laa, Welcrane bright Mom, that with thy golden 
Reveol'st the radiant colonrs of the world ; [rays 

Loolc here, and see if thou canst find dispers'd 
The glorious parts of fair Lucilia ! 
T^ce them, and join them in the heavenly spheres ; 
And fix them there as an eternal light, 
For lovers to adore and wonder at. 

Lite. Yon paint your flattering words. Lord Lassen. 
Making a canous pencil of your tongue ; [bnrgb. 

And that &irartiRcia1 hand ofyour^ 
Were fitter to have painted Heaven's fine story. 
Than here to work on antics, and on loe ; 
Thus for my sake you of a noble Earl 
Are glad to be a mercenary Painter. 

Zou. A Pamter, fair Lucilia : why, the world 
With all her beauty woa by PiiNriHa made. 
Look on the heavens, colour'd with golden etoMI, 
The firmamental part of Lt all blue. 
Look on the air, where with an bandr«d ebanget 
.......Ca.,glc 



1« DOCTOR VOOTPOt. 

The »*t«l7 nlnbow dotb embnee tha auth. 
Look on the mimmeir fields, adoni'd vith flowwB, 
How mncb ia Natnre'l puDtJDg honoor'd thete. 
Look in the mines, and on tiie cMtatn ^unra, 
Where &11 our metkla and dear gnna are dMwn ; 
Though fail themaelvea^ made trntter by their foSi 
Look on that little world, the Two-fold Han, 
Whose birer pareel ia the weaker atill I 
And aee what ainre veina in atream-like tonn 
Divide the rosy beautj of the skin. 
I apeak not of the sondry Bhap«« of lieaala ; 
The aeTera] colonn of the elemeDts, 
Whose mixture shapes the world's variety, 



In ail things she has made ia a mere Painter. 

Luc. Now by this kisa, the admirer of thy aldll, 
Thou art well worthy Ih* hononr thou haat given 
With thy fo iweet worda to thy eye-nviahing Art ; 
or which my beauties can deserve do part. 

Latt, From these base antics, where mj hand bath 
Thy Hveral parts, it I, uniting %i\, ['apersed 

Had figored there the true Luoilia, 
Then might thou justly wonder at my art ; 
And devout people would freni far repair. 
Like pDgrims, with their duteous sacriliee. 
Adorning thee as Regent of their loves. 
Here in the centre of this Marigold 
Like a bright diamond I enchased thine eye. 
Here underneath this little rosy bush 
Thy crimson oheeka peer forth, more fair tban it. 
Bere Cnpid hanging down hia wings doth ait, 
Compaiing oherries to thy roay lips. 
Here ia thy brow, thy hair, thy neck, thy hand. 
Of purpose in all several shrouds dispereed 1 
Leat ravish'd 1 should dote on mine own work. 
Or en«y-baming eyea should maliee it. 

A Camio iacribed. 

• aee this Agate, that contains 

The image of the Goddeaa and her Sni, 



DOCTOB Dosrroi.. 



See ulnnllj wranghl out ol 

Beeides the perfect ahuie <it erery limb, 

Beudes the w<NiiltOQt life of her bright hair, 

A «a?iBg moiitle of celestial blue, 

Embniteidg iUelf witli Bunmg etu* ; 

Hoti exoellent ! and see besideB, — 

Hoir Capid's wingfl do epring ant of the itone, 

As if they needed not the help of Art. 

Zost. Wilt thou not cease then to pnnue me still t 
Should I entreat thee to attend me thus, 
Then thoa would'st pant and rest ; then jour soft f«el 
Would be lepiniDg at tb«ee niggard Btonoa ; 
Now I forbid thee, thou punuest like wind ; 
No tedious space of time, nor storm can tire thee. 
Bat I wilt seek oat some high slippery close, 
Where every step ehall reach the gate of death. 
That fenr may make thee oease to follow me. 

Lac There will I bodiless be, when you are there ; 
For love despiseth death, and seoraeth fear. 

Zou. I '11 wander where some desperate river pacts 
The solid continent, and swim from Wee. 

Lva. And there I 'Jl follow, though I drown forthee. 

Lou, O weary of the way, and of my life, 
Where shall I rest my sorrow'd, tired limbs 1 

Luc. Best in my bosom, rest yon here, my Lord ; 
A place securer you can no way find — 

Laii, Nor more unfit for my nnpleased mind. 
A heavy slumber calls me to the earth ; 
Here wiU I sleep, if sleep will harbour here. 

Lw. Uuhealthiut is the melancholy earth ; 

let my Lord rest on Lucilia's lap. 

1 ']1 help to shield you from the searching air. 
And keep the cold damps from your gentle blood. 

LaiM. Pray thee away i for, whilst thou art so near. 
No deep will seize on my anspitriona eyes. 

Lae. Sleep then ; and I am pleased far off to sit. 
Like to a poor and forlorn aentinel, 

.......Cu.,8l. 



DOCTOR DODTPOL. 



AnBiuiluoU*,itlieiiaiaiiiiHindtf^vauA,Aarm4t\tEaTl to 
a dad tittp, and Lucnu to a/brgilfiiliteaaf^er |kuI love. 

EtuA. (to Limbkbcboh). Lie there ; and loea tl>e 
memory o[ ber. 
Who likewise haUi forgot the love of thee 
By my enduntments : — eome, eit down, ^r Njmpli, 
And tnalfi the sneetneas of these hekv'nly CKtea, 
WhiM from the hollow cnuaies of this rock 
Muuc shall Boand to recreate my Love. 
Bat tell me, had you ever Lover yet t 

Lae. I hod a Lover, I thiak ; but who it was, 
Or where, or how long Hiace, aje me I I know not : 
Yet liaat my timorous thoughts on sack a thing. 
I feel a pusionate heat, yet find no flame ; 
Think nVt I know not, nor know what I think. 

Ench. Hast thou forgot me then t I am thj Ltrrey — 
Whom sweetly thou wert wont to entertain 
With looks, with vows of love, with amorous kiMca. 
Look'st thoD 10 strange ) dost thou not know me yet ! 

Inu:. Sure I should know you. 

Bneh. Why, Love, doubt you that I 
Twas I that led yon* thro' the painted meads. 
Where the light fkiries danced upon the flowerfl. 
Hanging on every leaf an orient pearl, 
Which, struck together with the alken wind 
Of their loose mantles, made a silver chine. 
Twas I that, winding my shrill bugle horn, 
Made a gilt palace break out of the hill, 
Fill'd Boddenly with troops of knighU and dames. 
Who danced aad rerel'd ; whilst we sweetly slept 
Upon a bed of roses, wrapt all in gold. 
Dost thou not know me now 1 

Luc. Yea, now I know tliee. 

Enck, Come tjien, confirm this knowledge widi a kiiB. 

Zve. Nay,stay; yunarenothe: howstrangeiattisi 

Ench. ThoD art grown passing slrange, my Lore, 
To him (hat made thee so long since his Bride. 



flENTLEHAN OF VENICE. i 

Lttc O was it ;ou t «ome then. stAy Kvhile. 
I know Dot where I am, nor vhat 1 un ; 
Nor you, Qor these I know, nor any thing. 



THE GENTLEMAN OF VENICE : 

A TsAoi-CoHCDr. Bi James Shih 



BdL How DOW, Giovanni ; 
Wh&t, with a sword I You were not nsed to appear 
Thus SFm'd. Your wekpoa is & Bpade, I lake it. 

Qio. It did become my late profeeaiou. Madam ; 
Bat I am changed — 

BeU. Not to a soldier t 

ffio. It is a title. Madam, will maoh gnee me ; 
And with the best collection of my thaughts 
I fiave ambition to the wua. 

£eU. You have t 

ffld. O 'tis a brave profession and rewards 
All loOB we meet, with double weight in glory 1 
A calling, Princea still are proud to own ; 
iixA some do willingly fbrget their crowns. 
To be commanded. 'Tie the spring of all 
We bore entitle fame to ; £mi^rots, 
And all degrees of faonoura, owing all 
Their names to this emploj'ment ; in her vast 
And circular embraces holding Kings, 
And making them ; and yet eo kind as not 
To exclude such private things as I, who may 
I.eam and commence in her great arts. — My life 
Hadi beea loo useless to my self and countr; ; 
Tia time I should employ it, to deserve 
A name within their registry, that bring 
The wealth, the harvest, home of well-lMught honanr. 



B^. Yet I canst 



m aBMl.BIIAH OF TBNICB. 

Thnm^ all Uib revolution, QiovMiO, 



AnOgkiMw ths MiiuiiB motive ; coma, be doftr. 
I MD no enemy, and ean aaaat 
Where I allow the cauae. 

Oio, You may be aogrjr, 
Hadam, and chide it aa a eancy pride 
In me to name or look at bonour ; nor 
Can I but know what smalt addition 
la mv anekilful arm to aid a country. 

SeU. I may therefore justly suspect there is 
Something of otiier foce, that moves yon to 
The wars. Enlarge my knowledge with the.Becret. 

Gio. At this comcuand I open my heart. Madam, 
I must confess there is another cause. 
Which I dare not in my obedienoe 
Obscure, aiDce yoD will call it fmlh ; and yet 
1 know you will laugh at ine — 

B^. It would ill 
Become my breeding, Giovanni — 

Oio. Then, 
Know, Madam, I am in love. 

SeU. In love with whom t 

Oio, With one I isxe not name, die is so mncli 
Above my birth and fortunes. 

SeU. 1 commend 
Your flight. But does she know it 1 

6Ho. I durst never 
Appear with so much boldness to discover 
My heart's so great ambition; it is here still 
A strange and busy gueat. 

Sell, And you IhinJt aisseneo 
May cure this wound— 

Oio. Or death — 

SeU. I may presume 
YoD think she a fair — 

Oio. 1 dare as soon question your beauty, Madam, 
The only ornament and star of Venice, 
Pardon the bold eomparison ; fet there is 
Something in you, resembles my great Mistress. 



SKVIL'B LAW CASE. K 

^e blnshes — (atidt). 

Suoh TBTj beams diBpereeth her bright ^e, 

Powerful to restore decrepit natiire ; 

But when the bowna, and dungce ttom her sweet , 

Amect, (u in mj feara I ie« yon now, 

Offended at my boldneu,) she doee blast 

Poor GioTumi thna, and thua I wither_ 

At heart, and wish myself a duDg knl in 

H; own forgotten doat. 



THE DBVn.'B LAW CASE : 

A TUSI-COHIDV. Bf JtHlH WlNTII, IKS. 
Clcrffy-canferL 

I mnat talk to jdd, like a Divine, of patienoe. — 
I have heard some tilk of it very much, and many 
Times to iixea auditora' impalience ; hut I pray. 
What praoHee do they make on 't in their Uvea ( 
They are too full of cholcr with living honaat, — 
And Bome of them not only impatient 
Of their own elighteet injuries, but stark mftd 
At one another's prefermeut. 

IV0 BolliMD, a CnpUDhin ; BoKVLio, and otiun. 

Cap, For pity's sake, yon that have tears to shed. 
Sigh a soft requiem, and let fall a bead, 
For two unfortunate Noblea*, whose Bad fate 
Leaves Ibem both dead and excommunicate. 
No ehnrehman's pray'r to comfort their last groans. 
No saered seed of earth to hide their bones ; 
But a* their fury wrought them out of breath. 
The Canon Hpeake them guilty of their own death. 

Eom. Denied ChHetian Inuial 1 1 pray, what does 
Of the dead la^ march in the funeral I [that 1 

Or the flattei? in the epitaph t — which showa 
Horn sluUish t»x than all the spiders' webs. 



ta* OBvn.'s IA.V CASK 

Sh»H erer grow upon it : what do Umm 
Add to oar mll-beii^ after death I 

Cap. Not a loniple. 

Som. Yaj well (hen— 
I have a certaiD iDSditstion, 
(If I can thinL of,) gomewhstto this pnrpoae ; — 
I 'II ny it to jou, whila mj motfaer then 
Nmnbers her beadi. — 

" Yoa that dwell near the«e gravM and VMilt*, 
Which oft do hide physidanB' fanlta, 
Note what a sm^ room doe* soffies 
To eipr««a men'e goods : their vanilie* 
Would Eli mars Tolume in small hand, 
Tlian all (he eridence of Church Land. 
Funaral« hide men in ciTil wearing, 
And are to the Dnpen a good hearing ; 
Make th' Heralds laagh ui their black rainunt ; 
And all die Worthies, die with pajfrnent 
To th' Altar offeriagB : tho' their fune, 
And all Ihe charity of their name, 
'Tween heav'n and this, yield do more light 
Than rotten trees, which shine in th' night. 

look the last Act be best in th' Flay, 
And then rest gentle hones 1 yet praj'. 
That when by ibe Precise yoa *re view'd, 
A anpersedeaa lie not saed ; 

To remove yon to a place more airy. 

That in your ntead they may keep ctiaiy 

Stockfish, or seacole ; for the abases 

Of sMril^e have tam'd grkvei to viler osea. 

How then ean any monument say, 

Hera rest these bones to the Last Day ; 

When IHme, swift both of foot and featba^ 

Hay bear them the Sexton knows not whiUlw t— 

What care I then, tho' my last eleep 

Be in the desart, or in the deep ; 

No lamp, nor l^er, day and night. 

To give my cbarnel chargeable light t 

1 have then like quantity of gronnd ; 
And at the last day I duill be found •." 

• WeUtB wu psildi duk at fit. AiOnml, Hdbon. Tba 



Contarino *B dead. 

that he should die so soon I 
Why, I pmy, teH me : 

Is not the sborteBt fereF best 1 and are not 
Bad playa the worse for their length t 

1 have a plot, shall breed. 

Oat of the death of tbeee two noblemen ; 
Xh' adTBncoment of our housa — 

take heed ! 
.A gm*e ie a rotten foundation. 

' — ■ — — u% like the viaita of FranoiBcan frittTSf 
They neier codIb to prey opon ua single. 

— as we love oar youngest children best, 
So Hie lart fruit of our affection, 
Wherever we bestow it, ia moat strong. 
Most violent, most irresiatilile ; 
Sinoa 'tia indeed our latest harvest home, 
Last merriment 'fore winter ; aod we Widows, 
z brst picturo-muken 



Leonora. Ha, my Sod 1 
I '11 be a fury to him ; like an Amazon lady, 
I 'd out off this nght pap that gave him suck. 
To shoot him dead, I 'U no more tender him, 
Than bad a wolf Btol'n to my (eat in th' Dight, 
And robb'd me or 



Leonora (tola). Ha, ba I What say yon 




I do ttlk to wn«»Iut metlimkB ; it DM; be, 
H; Evil Geuiin.— Do not the bdla ring t 
I 're a atmige maao in m; head. Oh, % id. 
Come, age, ud vitfaor me into tb» mUicB 
Of those tMt huTB been happv ; let me have 
One property for more ibui the devil of hell ; 
Let me enrj the ^eaatife of youth bearUly ; 
Let me in thia life feu no kind of ill. 
That h&ve no good to hope for. Let ma nak. 
Where neither nam nnr tamiary may find me. 

IFiUUIiiOugrwU. 

Oet^anr (eiUeringj. Yon are well emplo/d, 1 hopo ; 
the beat piUow in th' vorld 
For tfai* yovr oontcmplatian is the a&rtb, 
And the beat object, Hemven. 

XOHKHU. I am whispering 

lo a dead friend 

O^lacla, 
Let those, that wonld oppoM this nnioD, 
Grow ne'er so subtle, and ent&ngle thamselvee 
In their own work, like spiders ; while we two 
Haete to nOT noble wiahee ; and presume, 
The hindrance of it will breed more delight,— 
Aa black copartameots shews gold more bright, 

FaOing sub 
To diaw the Picture of Unkindneas truly 
la, to express two that have dearly loved 
Andfal'n 



THE BRIDE: 

A Cdhidt. Bv Thohas Nabbs, lS4ft 

AMiquUia. 
HOKTR, a (MlHlffT. SUMmi- 
Frinnd. Yon are learned in Antiquities I 
Bort. A little. Sir. 
I should aBect them more, were not tradition 
One of the beet aaanranees to show 



^IB BRIDE. t37 

The; &Te Ot« tidaga ve thiak them. What more proofs, 

Sieept perhapi a litUo oinnimBtaiice, 

H&ve we for Hiis or tbM t« bs a piece 

Of DelphoB' niiiu t or the muble atatuea, 

Hkde AthMiB elarioua when she was Buppoaetl 

To hare tnoie uoage* of men than men ! 

A weather-beaten stone, with an inacriptioii 

IThat is not legible but thn/ an optic, 

Tells us its age ; tiat in some Sibil's oaio 

Three thousand yean ago it was an altar, 

'Tm satisfaetioa to our curiiMity, 

But ought not to D«e««dlate belief. — 

For Antiquity, 

I do not store up so]' nnder Greiaan ; 

Vour Komaa antiques are bnt mixlom toys 

Compared to them, Besidee they are so counterfeit 

With mouldings, 'tis scarce possible to find 

Any bat eonies. 

Priend. Yet you are ooofident 
Of vonrs, that are of more doubt. 

Sort. Others &om their easiness 
May credit what they please, Uy trial's such 
Of any thing I doub^ all the impostors. 
That ever made Andouity ridiculous, 
Cannot deceive me. If I light npon 
Aught that 's above my sIeQI, I have recourse 
To those, whose judgmeut at the second view 
(If not the first) wUl tell me what Philosopher's 
That eye-lesa, nose-less, mouth-less Statue is, 
And who Uio worbroan was ; tho' since his death 
Tbonsanda of years have been revolved. 

Aecidentr to/tvttrale Purjiote. 
How Tariooa are the events that may depend 
npon one action, yet the end proposed 
Hot follow the intention I accidents 
Will interpose themselves ; like those rash men. 
That throat into a throng, occasioned 
By some tumultuous difference, where perhaps 
Their bosy cnriosilj begets 
New quarrels iriUt new issues. 

......Cuoglc 



THE GENXLEMAtf USHER: 
A CoHnr. Br O. Chapiuh, IdOS. 



great Lartl, irfH conmitvlatioiit nf hli tirlu 

Vine. — besid^i, good Sir, j'our Show did shew bo 

Bail. Did it indeed, mj Lord I [wbU— 

Fine. O Sir, believe it, 
'TwM the best flwhion'd »nd well opder'd thing, 
That ever e^e beheld : and therewithal. 
The fit attendance by the Bsrrants a»ed, 
The gentle gaise in serving every guest, 
In other entertainment* ; everything 
About yoDr house so sortfuUy dispoaed. 
That ev'n ss in a tum-apit (call'd a Jack] 
One vice* assists another ; tho great wheels. 
Turning but softly, make the lees to whirr 
About their business ; every different port 
Coneiuring to one commeu^ble end : 
So, and in Buch courormonce, with rare grace 
Were all things ordered in your good Lord's homo. 

Basi. Tiie most flt Simile that ever was. 

Fine. But shall I tell yon plainly my conceit, 
ToDching the man that (I thmli) caused thia ordtff I 

Ban. Aye, good my Lord. 
Fine. You note my Simile t 

Ban. Drawn from the tum-spit 

Vine, I see, you have nie. 
Even as io that quaint engine you have seeo 
A little man in shreds stand at the winder, 

Ji put in act all things about loBI, 



Lifdng and pulling with a mighty stu 
Yet adds no force to it. nor nothiDg 






THE BABTARI). MS 

Sd, thongb yonr Lord be a brave gentlemui. 
And Mem* to do Uii« boainess, ha does notiiiiig. 
Some man about Um was the feetiTal nibe 
That made him shew «o glorioos and ditine. 

Ban. I cuinot tell, my Lord ; but I ihould knov. 
If any Buch there were. 

Vitm. Should know, quoth jou I 
I warnuit, you know well. Well, sotne there be 
Shall have the fortQiie to have ench rare men 
(Like brave Beasts to their arms) support their state ; 
When others of as high a worth and breed. 
Are made the waatofnl food of them they feed. — 
What alate hatb your Lord made you for your service ! 



THE BASTABD: 



Bodenffuez. Thy uncle. Love, holds atill a jealous 

eye 
On all JDj actions ; and I am advised. 
That bis suspieioaa ears 

Are still behind the banginea ; that the servants 
Have from hiTp in command to watch who vifuts. 
'Tis BiJest, in my judgment, in his preeeace 
That thoa forbetkr to cast a smile apon me ; 
And that, like old December, I ^ould look 
With an unpleaaant and contracted brow. 

Tarima. What, canst Ihon change thy heart, wj 

dear, that heait 
Of flesb thou nv'st me, into adamant, 
Or rigid marble t eaiut (hiK frown on me t 



tM LOTS TRICKS. 

Aid. Ydii do miatake roe, nrset, I mea« not m 
To cbangs my hekrt ; I 'U ctuuige my eonntcntneo. 
But keep 1117 hesTt mi loyal ma before. 

Var. Id tnith I cannot eredit it, that Hum 
Canst «aat a frown <m me ; I priEfaee, txj. 

Bod. ThenUiiui: 

IHt Iria, ana CMHDt ,- thttr rmOi bu auk Dttar-. 
far. I prithee, aweet, betake thjHelf to echotd ; 
This leaaon tboa nrnst learn ; in futh tlioa art oat. 

Sod. Well, I moat learn, and praetioe it, or wa 
Shall bhit our bodding lia[iea. 

Var. Come, try agam. 

Bod. But if I try, and prore a good jnoficianl ; 
If 1 do act mj part diacreetly, yoa 
Mnat take it aa a piay, not as a truth ; 
rbink it a formal, not a real frown. 

Var. I ahaU— 

Bod, Tbm thua : i'faith, miidoD, 1 11 look to tliee^ 

Why, how now, anest I— I did m 



;e oondeneed on thy brow, 



LOVE TEICKS: 



li^or^mio. I moat have other answer, for I lore yon. 

Sdina. Must ! but I don't see any neeeosi^ that 
I must love yon. I do oonfMS you are 
A woperroan. 

/tt^ O da not mook, SeUna ; let not excellence. 
Which yon are full of, make 70a proud and scornful. 
I am a Oealleman ; though my outward part 
Cannot attract affeclion, yet some have told me, 



LOTB TRIOKB. 141 

Natme hKth made me what aha need not ahune. 
Yet look into m; hoart ; there yon ahall see 
What yon cannot deapim, fijr there yon are 
With all your eiacea waidng on you ; there 
Lavs hath made yon s thnm* to lit, and rale 
O'er Infortnoio ; all my thongbtB obeying, 
And honoaring yon aa qneen, Paas by my outHide, 
Hy breast I dare compare with any mail. 
Sd. But who can eee ^ia tneaat you boaat of so 1 
Ii^, O 'lia u> eaqr work ; for thoagb it be 
" >y tin doU eye, whoee beam 



« pierced by ti 



To make a eeiBh into its faidden'at paasage. 

I know yon would not love, to please yonr wnae. 

A tree, that bears a ragged nnleav'd top 

In depth of winter, may vhen sammer ctemea 

^>eak by his fruit be is not dead but youthful, 

Tbeugh onee he shew'd no sap : my hesrt 'a a plant 

Kept down by colder thoughts and doubtful fears. 

Your frowiia like winter norma make it teem dtad, 

Bnt yet it is Dot ao ; make it bat yours. 

And yoQ shall see it spring, and ahoot forth leaTes 

Worthy Jour Bye, and tbe oppresaed sap 

Ascend to every pftrt to make it green. 

And pay your love with fruit when harvest comes. 

Sei. Then you confess your love is cold aa yet, 
And winter's in your heart. 

It^. Mistake me not, Selins, for I say 
My heart is cold, not love. 

Sel. And yet yonr love is from yonr heart, I'll war- 

Inf. O jou are nimble to mistake. [rant. 

My heart b cold in yonr displeasures only. 
And yet my love is fervent ; f<H' your eye, 
Outing out beams, muntaiiis the flame it bums in. 
Again, sweet Love, 

My heart is not mine own, 'tis yontB, yon have it ; 
And while it naked lie«, not deign'd your bosom 
To keep it warm, how can it be but cold, 
In danger to be frozen ! blame not it, 
Yon only are in fault it hnth no bent. 



Ml WOMAN 8 A WBATHERCOOE. 

Sd. Well, Sir ; I know Ton itfya riietorie, bat I 
Can without art give you a final aiuwer. 

/V- O aUy, and think avfaile ; I cumot raUgh 
You ahonld aaj final : Hweet, deliberate ; 
It dotb cMlceni all the egtate I ha*a ; 
I maao not donghill treasure, but mj life 
Doth stand or fall to it ; if joar junwer be 
That TOO can lore me, be as iwift as light'iiiDg ; 
But if vou mean to kill me, uid reieot 
My 10 long loTe-derotions, which 1 Wa pud 
Ab to an altar, ita; a little longer. 
And let me eonnt the riches I ihall loee 
By one poor aiiy word ; firet giTe me back 
That part td Infortunio that ia kat 
Withm yam lore ; pl^ not the tynnt with me. 



A WOMAN'S A WEATHERCOCK: 
A CoHiDi. Bi Nathaniel Frmj), lejl. 



BcusHoaa alotu, liaviitf a letltr in hU Ivad from Bclu 

&(!iid. If what I feel I coold expreee in words, 
Metbinkfi I could Apeak jo; enough to men 
To baniah «*diieBB from all love for ever, 

tboD that recoDcileat the taalta of all 
Tbj frothy eex, and in thy dngle self 
Confines I nay, has engroea'd, virtue enough 
To frame a spacious world of virtuous women t 
Had'st thon been the beginning of thy sex, 

1 think tbe devil in the serpent's akin 

Had nanled cunning to o'er-Oome thy goodneBS ; 

And all had lived and died in innocenq'. 

The whole creation— 

Who 's there 1— come in— 

JVeriZZ. {enigrvitg^ What up already, Scndmore i 
Scud. Good morrow, my dear Nevill I 



Sev. What'athiat a letter I mre it 



WOUAN -a A WEATBBRCOCX. H3 

Sntd. By ha&v'n, you mmt exeuss me. Come, I 

Yon will not wrong my fnendahip, ftod yoor maunen, 
To tempt me Bo. 

Nev. Not for the world, my friend. 
Good morrow— 

Scud. Nay, Sir, neither must you 
Depart in aDger from this friendly hand. 



r X love you better thtui all m 
ly with all vi 



Equally with all virtue in the world : 
Yet this would be a key to lead you to 
A prize of that importance — 

Nev. Worthy friend, 
1 leave you not in anger, — what d' ye mean I — 
Nor am I of that inqaiaitive nature framed, 
To thirst to know your private buBiDeaseB. 
Why, they concern not me : if they be ill, 
And dangerous, 'twould grieve me much to know them ; 
If good, be tbey bo ; though I know them aot : 
Hor would 1 do your love bo gross a wroDg, 
To covet to participate affairs 
Of that near touch, which your assured love 
Doth not think Rt, or darea not trust me wiiji. 

Scitd. How aweclly doth yoor friendship play with 
And with a simple subtlety steals my heart [mine, 
Out of my bosom 1 by the holiest tove 
That ever made a story, you are a maa 
With all good so replete, that I dnrst trust yon 
E'en wiih this secret, were it singly mine. 

Nev. I do believe yon. Farewell, worthy Mend. 

Scvd. Nay, look yon, tliis same &ahion does not 

You were not wont to make your viBltatioo 
So short and careless. 

Nev. 'Tk your jeahjusy, 
That makes you Uiiub it so ; for, by my uml, 
You 've given me no distaste in keeping from me 
All things that might be burdensome, and apprest me. — 
In truth, I am invited to a Wedding ; 
And the mom faster goes away from m^ 
Thau I toward it : and so good monow — 

> 2 
..,..„Cu.,8l. 



144 WOKAH ■& A WEATHERCOCK. 

acHd. Oood mtirroir. Sir. Tbink I dunt Hbow it 

JVto. Now, by my life, I not desire it. Sir, [yon — 
Nor «Ter loT'd these prying lisfniag men. 
That utc of others 'states and posaages : 
Not ODe unoog a handred but proves false. 
Envious aad Uaad'rouB. and will cut that thro&t 
He twines his arms aboat. I love that Poet, 
Thrtt gave us reading " Not to seek ourselves 
Beyond ourselv^." Farewell. 

Scud. You shall not go. 
I cannot now redeem t£e fitnlt I bave made 
To BDch a friend, but id diaclosiog all. 

Nev. Now, if you love me, do not wrong toe so ; 
I see TOO Ubonr with some serious Uiiag, 
And Uiink, like fairies' treasure, to revW it 
Will burst your breast, — 'tis so delidoos, 
And ao much greater than the continent. 

Smd. OyouhaTepierced my entrails with yonrwords, 
And I must now explain all to your eyea. 

irnat *(■> Iht Letter. 
Read : and be happy in my happines*. 

Nev. Yet think on 't ; keep thy seoret and thy friend 
Sure and entire. O give not me the meana 
To beoome false hereafter ; or thyself 
A probable reason to distrust thy friend, 
Though he hn ne'er so near, I will not see it. 

Scad. I die, by haav'n, if you deny uain. 
I Starve for connsel ; take it, look npon it. 
If you do not, it is an equal plague 
As if it had been known and published. 
For Qod's sake, read ; bnt with this oantiOB, — 
By this right hand, by this yet unstoin'd sword. 
Wore you my father flowing iu tiese wavee, 
Or a dear son eiJiauBled out of them. 
Should you betray the soul of alt my hopes, 
Like the two Brethren (though love made them Stars) 
We most be nerer more both seen again. 

Net. I read it, fearless of the K>rfailura : — 
Yet warn you, be as oantelaus not to wound 
My inte^ity with doubt, on likelilrao^ 
From misreport, bnt first acquire the trndi. [ftodt. 



WOMAN 'S A. WBATUERCOCK. 14S 

Sand. She is tho food, the sleep, the air I lire bj — 

f/tv. {hia^g read the Letter.) hear*!!, we apeak 
like Gods, and do like DogB 1 — 

Scuff. What means my— 

Nev. This day this Beilafiwnt, ttiis rich heir 
Is manied unto Couot Frederick ; 
And that '■ the Wedding I was going to. 

Scad. 1 prithee do not mock me ; — married 1 — 

Net. It is no matter to be plaid withal t 
Bat yet as true, as women all are false. 

Said. that this stroke were thunder to myhreast, 
For, Nevill, thou hast spoke my heart in tnain ; 
And with tlie sodden whirlwind of thy breath 
Hast rarish'd me out of a temperals soil, 
And set me under the red burning zone. 

Nev. For shame, return thy blood inlA ihyfiwe. 
Know'st not how slight a thing a Woman l> 1 

Send. YcB ; and how serious too. — 

BcinnniE, afltrtBarOi, ftrnltm. 
Saul. Oh God ! 
What an elettad joy my heart has felt, 
Sitting at one of these iame idle pUya, 
When I have seen a Maid's Inconstancy 
Presented to the life : how glad my eyes 
Have stole aboat me, fearing lest my looiu 
Should tell the company contented there, 
I had a Uiatreea free of all sach thoughts. 

Hi itplla ta Ui/Tiatd, wto luVuru htm tt li*l. 
Scud. The son ia at^ to tne ; to morrow mora, 
As this, 'twill liae, 1 lee no diSbnoice ; 
The night doth nait ms but in one robe ; 
She bnnga m many dionglita, aa she wean starB 
WhenslMiapleMkntibtttlloreat at all : 
For what new sbange thing shonld I covet life then : 
Is she not false wkom only I thought tme t 
Shall Time (lo show his strength) make SoddmoreKv*, 
Till (perish Utt vicious timngtat) I hive not thee ; 
Or tbon, dear friend, remove diy heart from me I— 



THE TBIOMPHANT WIDOW : 
A CoMiDV. Bt TBI Duu or Niwcumi, 1«77. 

Qgleert. Room lot tlie prisoner tlwre, room far the 
priiioneF. 

Foolpad. M*ke loom then ; 'ti« » itnnge Uiing » 
man eoniiot go to be hanged wiUiout crowding (or it. 

Ill FcUdu. Fra}', ^, ware not jon & kin to one 
ffinrfe f " 

Foolpad. No ; t bad mn £uter amy then. 

2nd FtUtmi. Pra;, priaoner, before your AeaA de«r 
your conscience, and tell me truly, &g. 

lAU aik *im bumKow ii»oiiI reMtriti. 

Margery. 1 am sure you had my Lady's gilt caudle 

Yes, and would hare kept it ; bat she htm 

). And the plate out of my battery— 

Foolpad. Weil, and bad she not it agun 1 vrbat a 
plague woold you bave t you examioe me, aa if you 
would hang lue, after 1 am hanged. Pray, offieets, rid 
me of theee impertiaenl people, aud let me die in quiet. 

lat Womam. lord I how angry he ts 1 that ahews 
he is a right reprobate, T warrant yon. 

Pootpt^ I beliOTe, if all of you were to be hanged, 
whish I hope may be in good time, you would not be 
»atj merty. 

2nd Woman. Lord, wllat a down look he has I 

IM Woman. Aye, and wliat a cloud in his forehead, 
good; Twattle, mark that— 

2nd Woman. Aye, and aneh frowning wrinkl«e, I 
warrant yoa, not so much aa a amile from bim. 

Poo^ad. Smile, quoth she 1 Tho' 'tis sport for you,' 
'tie DODO for me, I aSBore you. 

* A nntsd UgbnajTUiD la thoH da^. 



Footpad. 
it again, hi 



TRinHPBANT WIDOW. 



I<t Wonum. Aye, but 'tis bo long before ;ou a 



to yoa for erer doiog the like again. 

Poo^ad. I promige you it ahall. 

Siu^ Woman, That's well : thank yon with all my 
heftrt,Ul that was spoken likeapreciauagodlyman now. 

lit Woman. By mj truly,inethink8aDv he is a tot; 
pDHiei nun, an one shall see in a gammer's day. 

Foo^xid. Aye, bo are all that are haoged ; ths gallows 
Adda a ^reat deal of grace to one's penon. 

ind Womam,, I vow be is a lovely nuu ; 'tis pity he 
should be tak^i away, as they say, m the flower of his 
age. 

Ijf Qgieer. Come, dispatch, dispatch ; what a plague 
■hall we stay all day, and oeglvct our business, to hang 
one thief t 

ind Qgicer. Pny, be hanged quickly. Sir ; for I am 
to go to a Fair Imrd by. 

lit Cfgker, And I am to meet some frienda to drink 
oat a stand of ale by and by. 

Itt Wmnan, Nay, pray let him speak, and die llhe ■ 
Christian. 

Slid WoMOH. O, I hare heard braTe speeches at this 
plaoe before. 

Footpad. Well, ^ood people — if 1 may be bold la call 



moH, ht^ng you will all follow me. 

Id Pdiov. O he Bpeaka rarely. 

ind P^iow. Aye, does lAtin it. 

Pootpoid. I hare been too cotMous, and at last taken 
for it, and am very Bonr for it. 1 have been a great 
mnner, and ooodemned lor it, which grieves me not ft 



mv eeeape, and to I heartily 
withtt^' -' — ' - 



repmt it, attd so I die with this true confession, 
lit WolM/a (veeping). Ueroy on him, for a better 



Ul HAMAMOUOBI, 

2nd Woman. So true and beort; repenluxe, and ea 

Znd F^kim. Help him up higher oq the ladder. 
Now yon an above lU all. 

FtMtfOfL Tmly I desire yon were all equal ffiSa me ; 
I have no pride in thia world. 

lit Fel/viB. Will you not nng, Sir, hefont yon are 
hanged I 

Footpad. No, I thank you ; I am not m> merrily 

Jlanffman. Come, are yon ready I 

Foo^md, Yee, I have been p ' ' 



Q^cer. A reprieTe 1 how Canw that 1 
Pout. My Lady Haughty procnred it. 
Footpad. I wUI alway* eay, wbiie 1 livo, that her 

Ladydiip a a dvit peiwm. 
lit FelUia. Fi^ what muat he not be hanged now I 
2nd Fellow. What did we come all this way foe this 1 
lit WoBUHi. Take all thia pains to «ae Dothing I 
Footpad. Very piooa good people, I shall sbw yoD 

DO ^ort tliia day. 



D^tor. A« to my kSaira, you know I stand indebted 

Cftditor. K few dribblinf subu, Sir. 

JMk Yon lent 'em me veey frankly, and with a 
groat deal cf genenMi^, and muoh like a gentleman. 

Cfnd. Yoa are pleased to eay so. 

Ddit. But I know how to receive kindoeaaHi, and to 
make reiuma according to the merits of (he peHon 
that obliges me. 



.ugk 



lUMAXODCUL 



Cred. They are down bere in m; table book. 
Dd>t. I un k nun that loTe to acquit myself of all 
obligations as soon — 

&td. See the memoxandum. 

Dda. You have set it all down, 

Ond. All. 

DAt. Pray read— 

Cred. Lent, the second tuae I saw yoa, one hundred 

Dtbt. Right. 

Cred. Another time fifty. 

DAt. Yss. 

Ortd. Lent. for a certain occasion, •rhieh I did not 
toll yoa, one hundred and fifty. 

^^t. Did 1 not I that I should conceal any thing 
from mj friend 1 

Ocd. No matter. 

IMiL It looks like mtitrust, which is a wrong to 
firiendihip — 

Crtd. Lord ! 

DAt. 1 am BO ashamed I — for I dare trust my soul 
with you. I borrowed it, to lend a person of quality, 
whom I employed to introduce me to the King, and 
recommeDd to his particular farour, that I miglit be 
able to do you service in your aflain, 

Cred. did you so t then that debt is as it were 
paid ; I '11 eroaa it out. 

J)eit. By no means ; yon shall have it, or I tow — 

Ortd. Well, Sir, as von please. 

Ddit. I TOW I would ne'er hsTe borrowed of you 
again, as long as you lived — bat proceed — 

Ortd. Another time one hundred — 

Dtbt. O, that was to send into France to my wife to 
bring her OTer, but the Queen would not part with ber 
then ; and since, she is fallen sick, 

Ortd. Alasl 

JMt. But pretty well reeaTeied— 



IW LOVE'S METUIORPHOEIS. 

Cnd. Thau four nmu nuke up four hnndnd gai- 

DAt. Jiut >s am be ; ft rerv good kcconnt. Put 
down two hundred more, vhich I will boirow of you 
now ; and then it will be joM mx hniidnd : that ia, if 
it will be no ioconTenieDoe to yoa — 

Cnd. Eah, not in the teut— 

DdtU It is to m«ke np k Bum of two thonund 
pounds, which I am about to Uj up in home* I<)niT« 
bought i but if it incommode you, I eta haTB it 
alaewhrae — 

Ored. O, by no meanB— 

Dd>L Yonneedbuttellme,if itwUl beany (rooUe. 

Orvd. Lopfl, Sir, that you will think so — 

Ikbt. I know Home will be glad of the oocisiiu) to 
Mrre me \ but tlieae are faroure only to be adwd of 
special friends. I thought you, beingmy moat as t aemeid 
fnend, woold take it ill, if you should coins to hau of 
it, that t did not ask you fiist — 

Cnd. It is a great honour. 



L0VF8 METAMORPHOSIS : 
A CnuBT. Bt John Lilt, M. A^ IML 

Lint HaV^mtld U Lett *>K/'-<«i|A>(. 

Va*. Nr)U, Itn-maJd. 

NUa. 1 fear Niobe ia in love. 

Niobe. Not I, madam ; yet must I eonfeea, that 
oftentimes I have had sweet thouglits, B(un«timealMrd 
coneeits ; betwixt both, a kind of yielding.; I know not 
what ; but certainly I think it is not love : aigh I no, 
and lind eaae in mel&aclioly : anulu I do, and tiJw 
pleasure in iiaaginatioa : I feel in myself a pleaung 
pain, a chill heat, a delicate bittemass ; bon to t(va 
it 1 know not ; without doubt it may be Lore ; aun I 
am it is not foU. 



SAPHO AND PHAO : 



FHta, a paw Pottjinui, praiiii hit toniiliim^--He/erriii ovtr 
Vkii«i tiAii tiylavia aipsi and tin nrfU a WHluiif jiontni. 
Pkao. ThoQ art a fenTiniui, Pboo, yet a freeman ; 
poeseaaing for riches cooteDt, and for hononra quiet. 
Thy thoDghts are no higher than thy fartoiies, nor thy 
demree greater Uisn thy e^ing. Who climbeth, 
Btandeth on glass, and fallelh on thorn. Thy heart's 
thiret is satiraed with thy hand's thrift, and thy gentle 
labours in the day turn to sweet almnbers in the night. 
Ab mneh doth it delight thee lo rnle thy oar in a calm 
streBia, as it doth ^pho to sway the sceptre in her 
brave conrt. Envy ne*er costeth her eye low, ambi- 
tion pointeth always upward, and reieuge barketh only 
at stars. Thou farest delicately, if thou have a fare 
to buy any thing. Thine angle ia ready, when thy 
oar is idle ; and as eweet ia the fish which thou get- 
teM in the river, as the fowl whieh others buy in the 
market. Thou needest not fear poison in thy glass, 
war treason in tby guard. The wind is thygreateai 
enemy, whose might ia withHlood by policy. O sweet 
lih ! ■eldom found nndei: a golden covert, often under 
a thatcfat cottage. Bat here cometb one ; I will with- 
draw inyaelf aside ; it may be a paaaenger. 
Tinre, Peio : She, « a morlal. 
Vat. Pretty youth, do yon keep the ferry, that 
oondaetetli to Syraeusa t 

Piao. Tbe terry, fair lady, that condnctetb to Syra- 

Vtn. I fear, if the water should begin to swell, thou 
wUt want cunning to guide. 
Piao. These waters are commonly as the passen- 



e-i- -HI , and therefoFe, carrying oi 
there is no cause to fear a rough sea 



.ogk 



I» BAPHO AND PHAO. 

Ten. To pua the time in lit; boat, sanst thou d«Vise 
any putime 1 

Phao. It the mud be with me, I can angle, or tell 
ta1«e : if amuiut me, it irill be pleaaore for yon to aee 
ms takepMiu. 

Ven. I like not flsbing ; yet wu I bom of the sak. 

Phao. Bat he ms; blew fiihing, that caught mich an 
one in tba sea. 

Ven. It was not with an angle, tn; bo;, bnt with ■ 

Phaa. So, wat it aaid, that ViUcan caa^t Mart irith 

Ten. Did'et thonhear bo t it was some tal«. 

Phao. Yea, Madam ; and that in the boat did I 
tnean to malce m; tale. 

Fen. It ii not for a fenymaa to talk of the Gods' 
LoTea : bat to tell how thy lather eonld dig, and Af 
mother apia. But come, let ui away. 

Phaa, I am ready to wait — 

SiFBD, lUfpliti far lorn of Vsta, ■>*« lota Atr at mutti, to^ 
tufU loiU Aim nbdiiC timt miSeintl Werh i Sit, a ffrtat 
Ladiii Be,tMpiior¥onjioMJitbutno9proMott4Ut^ktr 

Sapho. What herbs haye yon broniht, Phao ( 

Phao. Such KB will make you sleep, Hadam ; though 
they cannot make me Blombsr. 

Sapho. Wby, how can you core m^ when yon ca»- 
noD remedy yourself 1 

Pha/i. Yee, madaco ; the eaueas are contRvy. Foi 
it is only a dryness in your brains, that keepelh yon 
from rest. But — 

Sapho, But what f 

Phao. Nothing : hot mine is not so— 

Sapho. Nay ttien, I despur of help, if our ^«eaee be 
not all one. 

Phao. I would our diseases were all one 1 

Bapho, It goes hard with the patient, when the plqr- 
■ieian is de^wrate. 

Phao. Yet Medea made the erer-waking dragon to 
snort, when she (poor soul) could not wink, 

..,..„Cu.,8lc 



BIPHO AND PHAO. 



"S , 

bat Heart's £an : which, because it groneth bo higli 
I cannot reach, for— 

S(^>ha. For whom t 

PAao. For auch as love — 

Sapho. It stoopeth very low, and I can nerer etoop 
to it, that— 

Phaa. That wbat 1 

Sapiu). That I may gather it. Bnt why do you sigh 
so, Pbaol 

Phao. It ia tnine lue, Madam. 

Saplio. It will do you harm, and me too : for I 
neTer bear one sigh, bat I moat aigli also. 

Phao. It wore best then that your Ladyship give 
hh Ibbto to be goae : for I can but sigh — 

SapfM. Nay, stay ; for now I begin to sigh, I ihall 
not leave, though yoa be gone. Bat what da you think 
beet for your aighmg, to take it away. 

Pia«, Yew, Madam. 

AuiAo. Mel 

Phaa. No, Madam ; Yew of the tree. 

Saphc. Then will I love Yew the better. And 
indeed I think it would make ma sleep loo ; therefore, 
all other simples set asid^ I will mmply nse ouly Yew. 

Phao. Do, Hodam ; for I think nol^g in the world 

J^pAo, Farewell, for this time. 

Bapbo quaUont her lote^piaged AffetHon. 

SaiAo. Into the nest of an AJcyon no bird can enter 
but the Alcyon : and into the heart of so great a Lady 
can any creep bnt a great Lord 1 

Oignd, Bat what will yoa do for Fhao 1 

Smiho, I will wish him foituaata. This will I do 

for Phao, beeaaee I once loTed Pbao : for never iball 

it be said, that Sapho loved to hato : or that out of love 

dte could not be as eottrteoas, a« she was in love 



P)nu). S«pho, ihou hut Cupid in thy arms, I in 
my heart ; thou kiswet him for Bport, I must curse 
him for spite ; yet will I not eurse him, Sapho, whom 
thou kisseat. Ttii* iliall be myresolutioD, wherever I 
wander, to be as I were erer kneeling before Sapho : 
my luyalty unspotted, though nnrewafded. WiUi oB 
little ma]i« will I go to my graTS, aa I did lie withal 
in iDj cndle. My life shall ba spent in sighing and 
wishing ; the one ibr my bad fortane, the other for 
Sapho'a good. 



THE TRUE TROJANS, OR F01MU3 TROES ; 



otaUm of It I>T^d, to Ou Bodi ofBrUailh « 
Imaiiim ^Caiar. 
Draw near, ye Heav'nly Powets, 
Who dwell in starry bowers j 
Aod ye, who in the deep 
On mossy pillon-B sleep ; 
And ye who keep the centre. 
Where light did never enter ; 
And ye whose habitations 
Are still smong the nations. 
To see and hear onr doings. 
Our Urtbs, our wars, oar wooioga ; 
Behold our preseut grief : 
Belief doth beg relief. 

By the vervain and lunary. 
By fern seed planetary. 
By the dreadful mieleloa 
Which doth on holy oak grow. 
Draw near, draw near, draw near. 



TKUE 

Help UB begirt with tronbte, 
And now your merey doab^ ; 
Uel|) DB oppreat with Boirow, 
Aitd tight for DB to-morraw. 
Let fize couanme the foemnn. 
Let air infest the B«mMi, 
Let HM intoiab tbeir tary. 
Let gniHDg eaith them hary, 
Let fii^ and ur, and water, 
And earth conspire their slauglltec. 
By the Tervain, &c. 

We ']! praise then year great power 
Each month, each day, each hour, 
And blaze in lasting story 
Your honour and jonr glory. 
High altars lost in. vapour, 
Young heifers free from labour. 
White lambs for suck still crying, 
Shall make your mosic dying, 
The boys and girls around. 
With hoaejauokleB crown'd ; 
The bards with harp and rhimiog. 
Green bays their brows entwining, 
Sweet tune and sweeter ditty, 
Shall chaunt your gracious pity. 
By the Terrain, &e. 

AitolAtt, U Die Jfoos. 
Thou Qjieen of Heav^ Conunandiess of the deep, 
Lady of lakes. Regent at woods and deer ; 
A I^p, disjwlling irksome night ; the Sonrce 



)f gen^sble moiMnie ; at whose feet 
Watt twenty thonsand Naides I— thy crescent 
Brute elephants adore, and man doth feel 
Thy foroe run thnmsh ti>e zodiao of his limbs, 
O tboa first Omde of Bratni to this Ule, 
Drive back these proud usurpers from this isle. 
Whether the name of Cynthia's silver globe. 
Or eliMte Diana with a gilded qaiver, 

..,..„Ca.,slc 



Or dread PrMerpim, Btem Di^> tfomt, 

Or aoft Lncinl, ull'd in child-bed tbroes, 

Doth thee delight : rise with k glorious fice, 

Green drops of Nerena triekiin^ down thy cheeks. 

And with bright honu united in fnll orb 

Tow high the seas, vitb billows bent the bulks. 

Conjure np Neptune, md th' .£oliAD sUves, 

Protnct both night Knd wmter in » gtorm. 

That RoDuinB lose their way, and sooner land 

At sad Avernos' than at Albion's strand. 

So ma^st thou shun the Dragon's head and tail ! 

So may Endymion snort on Latmion. bed I 

So ma; the fair game fall before tby bow t 

Shed light on us, bat light'ning on our foe, 



THE TWINS: 
A CouMDv. Bv W. RniM, A. U., )BU. 

Irrt4</lutiBii. 

Boiled np a hill b; a we«k child : I move 
A Utile up, and tumble back again. 

Uy noble mind has not yet lost all shame. 

I will deust My love, that will not serie ma 

As a tme subject, 1 'II conquer as an enemy. 

O Fame, I wul not add another spot 

To thy pure robe. I 'II keep m^ ermine honour 

Pure and alive in death ; and with my end 

1 11 end my sin and shame : like Cfaaricles, 

Who living to a hundred years of age 

Free from the least disease, fearing a ackness, 

To kill it killed himself, and oisde US death 

The period of his health. 



SIR GILES GOOSECAP : 

A CoaiDT. Author uhemhth. 1606. 

Fritndthip in a Lord .■ modrtlp tn a ^tntltntan- 

Clarmee [(o wnnc rawwians] . Thanka, gentle friends; 
Ib your good lord, and mine, gone up to bed yet ! 

Momford. I do aseare jou not. Sir, not jel, nop jet, 
my deep and BtudiouH friend, not yet, musical Clarence. 

Cfcw. My Lord — 

Mom. Nor jet, thou sole divider of my LordBhip, 

ClaT. That were a mott unfit division, 
And far above tbe pitch oF my low plume*. 
I am your bold and conataDt guest, my Lord. 

Mom, Far, far from bold, tor thoa boat known me 
Almost these twenty years, and balf those yean [long, 
Hast been my bedfdlow, long time before 
Tbis unseen thing, thia thing of nought, indeed. 
Or atom, catl'd my Lurdtfiip, sfained in me ; 
And yet thou mak'st thj^lt as little bold 
To take such kindness, as becomes the age 
And truth of our inditsoluble love, 
As our acquaintance sprong but yesterday ; 
Such is thy gentle and too tender Bpirit. 

Ctar. My Lord, my wantof courtehtp makeame fesr 
I ^onld be rude ; and tbia my mean eetata 
Meets with such envy and detraction, 
Sndt misconstmctions and reaolv'd miadooms 
Of my poor worth, that should I be advanced 
B«yond my unseen iowneas but one hair, 
1 shonld be torn in pieces by the spirits 
That Sy in ill-luag'd tempests tbro' the world. 
Tearing the head of virtue &am her ahontden, 
If she but look out of the ground of glory ; 
'Twixt whom, and me, and every worldly forttue, 
There fights sniA sotu- and eiust autipaUiy, 
So waspish and ao petulant a star, 



.......Ca.,glc 



«t BM6U8H HOXEIBrR. 

Thkt all things tending ta my gnee and good 
Are ravish'd trom their object, aa 1 were 
A thing created for > wildemeae, 
And raoBt not think of may pUee with men. 



THE ENGLISH MONSIEUR : 



nc humour qfa csneelled TnTellv, lelW li lotxo wUh ntrt 
tti'iv «a( l» J^mc*. 

Atf^fitA jVonnnir. GenUemen, if you pleaao, let us 
dine togelfaer. 

Faing. I know a eoolf's shop, haa the beat boiled and 
lOut beef in town. 

Eng. Mm*. Sir, wnce yau ore » Btrsnger to tae, I 
onlyaak you whktyomaean ; bnt, were you aequaiiited 
Willi ma, I BhtHild take your grta«y propositioa aa au 
afliront ia my paUto. 

TaiiK. Sir, I only meant, by the oonsent of thia 
oompany, to dine well together. 

Eng. Mont. Do you cul dining well, to eat oat of a 
French house t 

Vavne. Sir, I undentond you as little is you do beef. 

Eng. Moat. Why then, to interpret mj meaning 
plainly, if ever you make me such offer again, expect 
to hear troja me next morning — 

Vame. What, that you woi^d not dins with ma — 

Eng. Mont. No, Sir ; that I will fight with yon. Id 
■hort. Sir, 1 can on)y tell yoD, that I bad once a dilute 
with a certain person in thin kind, who defended the 
English way of eaUng ; whereapoa I sent him a chal- 
lenge, as any man that has been in France would have 
done. We fought ; I killed him : and whereabouta do 
you think I hit nim 1 

Vaine. I warrant yon, in the small gats — 

Eng. Mam. I run him through his mistaken palate ; 
which made me think the band o^uatice guidedmy sword. 



BNOUEH UONBIBril. US 

Eng. Moat. Mftdsm, leading your LkJfBhip, pats ma 
in mind of France. 

Lady. Why, Sir 1 

Etig. Mont. Bee&ose yoa lead so like French ladlea. 

Zo^. Sir, why look yon so eoroestly on Che ground \ 

Eng. Mom. I '11 lay ahandredpounds, harehasbeeu 
three English ladies walking np before ua. 

Crafty. How can ^ou tell. Sir 1 

E-ag. Mom. By being in France. 

Crafty. What a devil can he mean ! 

Eng. Mora. I have often in France obaerred in gar- 
dens, when the company used to walk after a small 
shower of rain, the impresaion of the French ladies' 
feet. I have seen such' Jon mien in their footsteps, 
that the King of France's Maitrt de Datmce conld not 
have fouuil fault with any one tread amongst them all. 
Id this walk I find the toes of the English ladies ready 
to (read one upon another. 

Vaine. Monsieur Frenchlove, well met — 

Eag. Mont. I cannot say the like to you. Sir, sioce 
I 'm told you Ve done a damn'd English trick. 

Vaine. In what I 

■Eng. Mom. In finding fault with a pair of tops I 
wore yesterday ; and, upon my parol, I never had a 
pair sat better in my life. My leg laok'd in 'em not at 
all like an English leg. 

Vaine. Sir, all that I said of your tops was, that they 
nude such a rushing noise as you walb'd, that my 
mistress conld not hear one word of the love I made 

Sg. Mmu. Sir, I cannot help that ; for T shall 
y my to"" ' " """ " --- - " _!■.- .• 

'twas Alamoc 
lish noise t 

Vaine. I caa say, though your tope were made in 
France, they nude a noise in England. 

Bug. Mons. But s^tt. Sir, 'twas a French noise— 

Vaine, But cannot a French noise hinder a man from 
hearing I 

Eng. Mom. No, certainly, tfaU's a demonstiAtioa ; 

.......Cu.,8l. 



m ntB HBCTORS. 

for, look Ton, Sir, a Frendi noisa n ■rremble M the 
air, and therefore not aiMgreenble, knd therefore not 
prejndicial, to the hotring ; that ia to Bay, to » pexeoa 
"""■'" o the world. 




THE HECTORS : 
A CoHCDV. Bl Edwi^ pHEmncK, IMI- 

A WaitlaE Usld »t«ill« an eld Jutlw into a Mitf. ttai Her 
lodj if f n tow wlUi hint. 
Maid. I think there never waaTVoRian of BOHtrsDge 
a humour iz she is for the world ; for from her infancj' 
she ever doted on old men. I have heard her say, that 
in these her late law troubles, it has been no BmalJ 
comfort to her, that she baa been convenant with gniTe 
ODOnsellorB and Berjeanta ; and what a happiness die 
had sometimeB to look an hour together apon Iho 
Judges. She will go and walk a whole anemoon in 
Cfawter House Garden, on purpose to view the aacient 
Gontleinen there. Not long ago there was > yonng 
Gentleman here abont the town who, hearing of her 
riches, and knowing this her humoor, had almost got 
her, by counterfeiliog himself to be an old man. 
JuslKe. And how camo he to mies her I 
Maid. The strangeliest that ever you heud; fmall 
things were agreed, the rery writings drawn, and when 
he came to t^ them, because he set bis name without 
nsing a pair of spectacles, she would never see Mm 

Justice. Nay, if she oould lore an old man so — well — 

Tlu y along Malt ploM tM 3jutta,iilure Mt can mirluar a 
■Aon dfnwtrHt^Ug Lady inlM a prcteiukd Brothir. 
Brother, What la the matter, Siater t yon do not use 
to be so strange (o me. 



HET FOR HONESTY. Ml 

Ladg. ] do not indeed ; bnt now nethmlo I amimot 
conceal an; thing ; yet I could wish ;oQ eoald now 
gaeM my tlioughIB, and loolf into mj mind ; and see 
what atniige passiona bare ruled there of late, witbont 
forcing me to strain my modeelj. 

Bnih. What, are yoa in love with anybody t Come, 
let me know the party ; a brother's advjce may do you 

Bitt. Did joo not see an ancient gantlemoD with me, 
when you came in 1 

BroiK, What, is it any «0Q or kinama t) of his ! 

Sitt. No, no. {She jceept.) 

Sro&. Who then t 

Si^ 1 have (old you — 
• BrotK. What, that feebte and decrepit piece of age — 

Sitt. NiH', l>rothcr — 

Broth. That sad effect of some threeBcore years and 
tan — that antic reliqne of the last ceatary — 

Sia. Alaa, dear brother, it is but loo true. 

Srolh. It is impossible, 

Siat, One would think bo indeed. 

Broth. I grant, you may bear a reverence and re- 
gard, aa to your father's ashes, or your grandaire'a 

SitL Ataa, brother, you know I never did affect those 
vain though pleaung braveries of yoalh, bal still have 
set my mind on the more noble part of man, which age 
doth more reQne and eUborate, tiian it doth depress 
and sink this same contemptible clod. 

Jmtict. I see, she hives mo. 



HEY FOR HONESTY : 
A CoHiDT. Bv T. RumoLpa, IfiSI 



Did not Wilt Sommers break bis wind for tbee I 
And Shallespeare therefore writ his comedy I 
All thines acknowledge tby vast power dinne, 



ChMtt God of Mon«;, wboM moat powerAil ihine 

Oivea motiau, life ; do; liaea from thy sight, 
Thy Betting though at noon makea pitcliy night- 
Sole catholic mnBe of what we feel aud see, 
All in this aU are bat the effects of thee. 
RtcAii abotie P&verti/ ; a t3/Uogim, 

— My major. That which is most noble, ia mosl 
honorsble. But Forerly ii more noble. My tamor I 
prove thni. Whose houses are moat ancient^ (boM 
are most noble. But Porertf'a houses are most 
ancient ; for tome of them are so old, like Vicarage 
bousee, the; tie oTery boor In danger of fUling. 
Sial/onw'j FTCfau btfon Oit PJay. 

Reader, tbia la a pleasant Corned)', though some may 
judge it satirical, 'tis the more like Aristophanee, the 
iWther ; besides, if it be biting, 'tis a biting age we live 
in ; then biting for biting. Again, Tom Randal, the 
adopted son of Ben Jonson, beuig the Translator hereof, 
followed bis father's steps. They both of them loved 
Sack, and harmless mirth, and here they shew it ; and 
I, that know myself, am not averse from it neither. 
This I thought good to acquaint thee with. Farewell, 
Thine, F. J. 



THB EXAMPLE : 



lapt all dap, and teeiti 



About him ! are you come, dreami 

Domuaa (entering). Would I were so happy. There's 
lesH noise in a steeple upon a Coronaljon-day. O sleep, 
sleep, tho' it were a dead one, would be comfortable. 



BXAHPLB. sea 

Yoor WoTship might be pleased lo let my fellow Old- 
rat WBtoh *8 well at I. 

Plot. Old-rat 1 that fellow U a drone. 

J)orm. He has alept this balf-houiontha iroQ cheek 
Would 1 were in my grave to take a nap ; death would . 
do me > cnartesy ; I should be at rea^ and hear no 
noise of " Dormant." 

Piot. Hah t what 'e the matt^ ! 

Dorm. Noti)ing hut a yawn, Sir, I do all I eta to 
keep mjietf waking. 

-Plot. 'Tis dime considerately. ThinheavyditUneaa — 
Ib the dieease of aonU. Sleep in the night I 

Dana. Shall I wake my feUow Old-rat I be is re- 
ft«sbed. 

Plat. Do ; but return you with him ; I have busineBS 
for both. 

Dorm, Tj hear ub join in opinion of what's » clock ! 
They talk of Endymion ; now ooold I sleep three lives. 

Ptol. Whenothermenmeianrethehourevilh Bleep, 
Capeleee of where they are and whom they trust, 
BnpoBing their condition to danger 
Of plots, I wake and wisely think prevention. 
Night was not mode to snore in ; but bo calm, 
For our im^natione to be stirring 
About the world ; this subtle world, thie world 
Of plotB and close conspiracy. There is 
No faith in man nor woman. Where "a this Dormant ! 

Dorm, (re-enteraig vrilk Old-bat). Here is the 
sleepy vermin. 

Old. It bos been day this two hours. 

Plot. Then 'tis time for me to go to bed. 

Dorm. Would my hour were once come t 

Plot. Keep out daylight, and set up a besb taper. 

J)omi. By that time we have dined, he will have 
slept out bis first Bleep. 

Old. And aft«r supper call for his breakfast, 

Plol. You are sure 'tis morning ! 

D(trm. As sure as I am sleepy. 



lo.«o:,C.OOgk- 



LOVETS DOMINION: 
L DuMinc VtaamAL. Bt BuMiao Fuomos. It 



StUl-bom Silence, thou that art 
Floodgate of tbs deeper heut ; 
OBtfnDg of a he>*aDlv kind ; 
Froat o' th' moath uid tliaw o' Ih' mini 
Secrecy's Confldent, and he 
That makee religion MytiMj ; 
Admiration'B Bpeakinc'it tongue,— 
Leave thy deaart shadeE, among 
Reverend Hermits' halloned cells. 
Where retir'd'rt Derotion dwolla : 
With thy EnthuHiasnifi coma ; 
Seize thia Maid, and strike her dumb. 



Lo*e and Death <^ th' iray once meeting, 
HaTing past a ftriendly greeting. 
Sleep uieir wear; eye-lida cloamg. 
Lay them down, themselTea repoiing ; 
When this fortune did befall 'em, 
Which after did so much appal 'em ; 
Lore, whom diTere cares molested, 
Coald not sleep ; but, whiletDeath rested. 
All away in haate he posts him : 
But his haste full dearly coat faim ; 
For it chanced, that gomg to sleeping, 
Both had giv'n their daiia in keeping 
Unto Night ; who (Error's Mother) 
Blindlv lojowing not th' one from th' other. 
Gave Love Death's, and ne'er percoiv'd it. 
Whilst aa blindly Love receiv'd it : 
Since which time, the darts confounding. 
Love now kills, instead of wounding ; 
Death, onr hearts with sweetness fflling. 
Gently voonds, inatMd of killing. 



DON QUIXOTE : 
HMR pinra. Bv Tbohab D'U] 



Sleep, poor Youth, sleep in peace, 
Relieved from love and mortal core ; 

Whilst we, that pine in life's dLitease, 
Uncertain -bleu'd, less happy are. 



Or scornful BeanC; bi 
Wars, that do fiital storms disperse, 

Farfroin thy happy mansion keep j 
Earlhqoakes, that shake the universe, 

Con t rook thee into sounder sleep. 
With all (he charms of peace possest. 

Secure from life's torment or pam. 
Sleep, and indulge tliyeolf with rest ; 

Nor dream Ihou e'er ahaJtrlae aaain". 



ANDRONICUS : 
A TBASiDr. Bi Freuhiax LOTIirir. IIKl. 

Effitt afSt^nvt Elmclvrti an dilRnnt miHdr. 
Grato. I grie*8 ihe Chapel was defaced : 't w 

CleohtUiu. I love no such IriumplmTit Churches — 
They scatter my devotion ; vrtulst m; sight 



tK RAU ALLEY. 

Ib caiu*ted to observe their samptuomi cost, 
1 find my heart lost in wj ey^t ; 
Whilst Uiat& hoi; honor Beema to dwell 
Within a dark obscure and humble oell. 

Oralo. But I love Churches, mount up to the 
For mj' devotion rises with th«r roof : 
Therein my soul doth beav'a Aaticipate. 

Satiff/if Slap. 
Come, Somnos, with thy potent chantu. 
And seize this Captive in thy arms ; 
And sweetly drop on every sense 
Thy Boul-ielreshing influence. 
His siffht, Bmell, hearing, touch, and taste, 
Unto the peace do thou bind liail. — 
On working brains, at school alt day. 
At night thou dost bestow a play, 
And troubled minds thou dost set free ; 
7hoD mak'st both Mends and foes agree : 
All are alike, nholive by bi«atta. 
In thee, and in thy brother Death, 



RAM ALLEY : 



In Ou FrolOfful Oil Poel proltiU Ihr iHHOCtntt efliit Plup.and \ 

Home bred u^rth our Muse doth sing ; 
The Satyr's tooth, and nrospiah sting. 
Which most do hurt niieu least suspected, 
By this Play are not affected. 
But if conceit, with quick-tum'd scenes, 
Observing all those ancient streams 
Which Anm the Horse-foot fount do flow — 
As time, place, person — and to show 
Things never done, with that true life, 
That thonihts and wits shall stand at strife, 
Whether toe things now shewn be true : 
Or whether we ouiselvea uoir do 



ROYAL KINO AND LOYAL StBJECT. 

The thiDgB we but present : if tbeee, 

Free fram the loathaome Stage -diseue. 

So over-woTD, so tired and stale ; 

Not satiriaing but to rail ; — 

Ma; win your favora, andinherit 

But calm acceptance of hignieril^ — 

Ho TowB by paper, peo, and ink, 

And by the Learned Siatera^ drinlc. 

To spend hie time, hie lamps, bia oi]. 

And never cease his brain to toil, 

Till from the silent bonrH of night 

He dolh prodncc, for your delight, 

Conceita so new, so harmless free, 

That Puritans themselTes may aee 

A Play i jot not in public preach, 

That Players SDch lewd doctrine leach. 

That their pore joints do quake and tremble, 

When they do aoe a man resemble ' 

The picture of a lillain.— This, 

As he a friend to Muses is, 

To yoa by me he gives his word, 

Is all hia Play does now afford. 



THE ROYAL KING AND LOYAL SUBJECT : 
A Tuai-CdiiHiy. Bv T. HciimaD, 1897. 

/rt Ihi ProlOffUe to fXit PEay, Heytso&dtUiaiHU upan Hu varUiv 

in that agz, — tftt rich Shakipiarian ipoch. 
To give content to this most curiaoa age, 
The Gods themBclvea we've brought down to thestage. 
And fignred them in FUneta ; made ev'u Hell 
DeUtec op the Foriefl, by no spell 
Saving the Muses' raptures : further we 
Have trafficbt by their help i no History 
We 've left annfled ; our pens have been dipt 
As well in opening each hid manuscript, 
Aa tracla more vulgar, whether read or sung^ 



.......Ca.,glc 



tSB A CHALLENGE FOB BEAUTV. 

In OUT dotnettie or more foreign longue. 

Of Fairy etr^. Nymphs of the Sea and Land, 

The Lawns and GroveB, do nmober can be scano'i]. 

Which we We not given feet to. Kay, 'tis known 

That when onr Chronicles have barren grown 

Of story, we have all Invention atretcht ; 

Dived low as to the centre, and then reacht 

Unto the Frimum Mobile above, 

(Nor 'scaped Things Intermediate), for your love 

These have been acted oSiea ; aU iiave past 

Censure : of which some live, and some are cast. 

For this* in ^laUon, stay the end ; 

Tho' nolhing ^ease, ^ oolhing can offend. 



A CHALLENGE FOB BEAUTY : 

/« I«( Pralogve ta IHU Ploi 

Plagti not aiOiaut u a 

time bad bfffun to lUfferuraU' 
The Roman and Athenian Dramas br 
Differ from us : and those that frequent are 
In Italy and France, ev'n in these days. 
Compared with ours, are rather Jiggs Umn Flays. 
Lilie of the Spanish ma; be said, and Dutch ; 
None, versed in language, but confess them such. 
They do not build their projects on that groumi ; 
Nor have tbeir phrases half the weight and sound, 
Our labour'd Scenes have had. And yet oar nation 
(Already too much tax'd for imitation. 
In seeking to ape others) cannot 'quit 
Some of oar Poets, who have sinn'd in it. 
For where, before, great Patriots, Dnkee, and Kings, 
Presented for some nigh facinorous things ■!■ 



InBlisli DrMnH ware bid dee) 
tnifio prepoDden 



could BOai high : 
For now the common argument entreats 
or poling Lovers, crafty Bawde, or Cheats. 
Nor blame 1 their quick inaeles, wlio can fit 
These qaeoay times with bnmours flash'd in wit. 
Whose url I both encourage and commend ; 
I only wifih that they would sometimes hend 
To memortse the valours of such men, 
Whose very names might di({nify the pen ; 
And that oni once-applauded Eoecion atroiu 
In acting auch might be revived again : 
Which you to oount'Dance might ths Staga make proud. 
And poeta strive (o key their strings more loud. 



THE FAWN: 

A CoHBBV. Bv John Miaaio 
In at Prefiui (s UJi Play, (^ Poet ^fancef 
noUoHAttandinff, ^thiir txctUtncUr- 
" tot my own interest let tliis once be printed, 
that, of men of nw own addition, I love most, pi^ 
some, hate none : Ua let me truly say it, I once only 
loved myself for loving them ; and surely I shall ever 
rest so constant to my first ofiection, that, let their 
imgentle combinings, diseurteouB whispering, never 
so treacherously labour to andermine my oWenced 
reputation, I shall (as long as I have being) love 
the least of their graces, and only pity the greatest 
of then; vices. 

If It tmi^aganui 



[ (forgettliig lis o™ »«Bet Comedies 

\ BvlflKitl, alludH to All.yq. who ™ g™t In tii"B"''jDW o("Suitft7" 

I as Heywood elaewhere teatilkd, and in tbe principal tragic porta 

F bothflCHulciwandSliafceiieais. 



COMMENDATORY VERSES 
II Thjub Flati or Sot Wiuuh Euxreaxw. Br T. I. 



Tail tbjr wise and modest Mnae 
Fliea tbe Stue's looser use ; 
Not bavdiy Wit does false); nsme, 
And to more laughter pots off BbaiDe : 

That thy theatre's loud Doise 
May be virgin's chaste applause ; 
And the staled matrou, grave divine. 
Their lectaree done, may tend to thine : 

That no actor's made profane, 
To debase Gods, to raise (hy stiAiii 
And people forced, iJiat hear thy Play, 
Tbeir money and their aouts to pay : 

That thon leav'st affected pbrasa 
To the shops to use and praise ; 
And breath'at a noble Courtly vein, — 
Such as may Cffisor entertuii, 

When he wearied would lay down 
The burdeoH that attend a. crown j 

Disband his sgnl's severer powere ; 

In mirth and ease dissolve two hoars : 



These are thy inferior arts, 
These I eall thy second parts. 
Bnt when thon carrieEt on the plot, 
And all are lost in th' auhtle knot : 



FAITHFUL BHEPHEItDESB. £71 

When the scene gticliH to every thought. 
And can to no event he bronght ; 

When (thus of old the scene betniid) 

Poets Mll'd Gods unlo their aid, 

Who by pover might do tlie thing. 

Art could lo no issue bring ; 
Ab the Pellear Prince, that broke 
With a rude and down-right Btrolie 

The perpleit and fatal noose. 
Which his skill conld not nnloose ; — 

Thou dost a nobler art profess ; 

And the coiJ'd serpent can'st no less 

Stretch ont from erary twisted fold. 
In which he lay inwove and roll'd j 
Indnce a night, and then a day. 
Wrap all in clouds, and then display. 

Th' easy and (he even design : 
A plot, without a God, divine I — 

Let otbera* bold pretending pens 

Write acts of Gods, that know not men's ; 

In this to thee all must rfaign ; 

Th' Surprise of th' Scene is wholly thine. 



COMMENDATORY VEESES 



Tbbbb are no suredes, good friend, will be taken 
For works that vulgar good-name hath forsaken. 
A Poem uxd a Play too ! V/hf, 'tis like 
A Scholar that 's a Poet > their names strike, 
And kill outright : one cannot both fates bear. — 



.,..„Cuu.j[>' 



»7E THE RBBeLLION. 

Bat aa a Poet, that '» oo Scholar, nukes 

Vulgarity his wbifflor, and ho laliea 

Pataage with ea«e and state thro' both Bides* preaee 

Of pageant-Been : or, as Schalon please. 

That are no Poets more tbau Poets learned. 

Since their art Bolelv is by soula dtseem'd, 

(The others' falls within uie commoa sense, 

And sheds, like common light, her influsnce) : 

So, were your Play no Foem, but a thing 

Which every cobbler to his patch might sing ; 

A rout of nifles, like the multitude, 

With no one limb of any art endued, 

Like would t^i like, and praise you : but bccaaae 

YoDF poetn only hath by ut applause ; 

tlenewB the Grolden World, and holds through all 

The holy laws of homely Pastoral, 

Where flowers, and founla, and nymphs, iDd semi-gods, 

And all the Graces, find their old abodes ; 

Where poeta flouriah but in endless Terse, 

And meadows nothing-fit for purchasers ; 

This Iron Age, that eats itself, will never 

Bite at your Golden World, that others ever 

Loved Bs itself. Then, like your Book, do you 

Live in old peace : and that for praise allow. 

0. Chapman. 



COMMESDATORY VERSES 
Bironi TBI BiBiuj.io)i : A TiuesDr. Bt T. JUwlins, IHO. 

To sea a Spriogot of thy tender ago 
With such a lofty straia to word a Stage ; 
To see B. Tragedy from thee in print. 
With anch a world of flne meandeia in 't ; 
Puzzles my wond'ring soul : for there appears 
Such disproportion 'twixt thy lines and years. 
That when I read thy lines, methink* I see 
The sweet-tongued Ovid fall Upon his knee 
With "Parce Praor." Bvery line and word 

..,..„Ca.,slc 



AMBinOUB STATESMAN. K7i 

Runs in aweet oumbers of its own nccord. 

But I am tfaaadentmck, that all this while 

Th^ onfeather'd qatU should write a tragic etyla. 

This, above k11, my admiration drawa. 

That one bo yonng should know dramatic laws : 

'Tis rare, and therefore is not for the span 

Or greaaj thombs of every common man. 

The damask rose that sprouts before the Spring, 

Is fit for none to smell at hut a king. 

Gi> on, sweet &iend : I hope in time to see 

Thy temples rounded with the Daphnean tree ; 

And if men ask, " Who nura'd theo ! " I 'll Baj thus, 

" It was the Anibrosian Spring of Pegasua." 

Moberl Chamberlain, 



THE AMBITIOUS STATESMAN : 

A TR*0»lllf. BV JOHH ClOWHB, Iff^S. 

ViiiiitiMS,TcUimlnff from llu Kan, hiari neun, UalLomin ii 

Fen. (soitM.) Where'er I go, I meet a wandering 
rumour, 
Lonize is the Dauphin's secret miatreaa. 
I heard it in the army, but the sound 
Was then as feeble as the distant murmurs 
Of a great river mingling with the sea ; 
But now I am come near this river's fall, 
'Tis louder than the cataracts of Nile. 
If this be true. 

Doomsday is near, aJid ail the heavens are falling.— 
I know not what to think of it, for every where 
I meet a choking dost, such as is made 
After removing all a palace furniture : 
If she be gone, the world in my esteem 
Is all haxe walls ', nothing remains in it 
But dust and feathers, like a Turkish inn, 
And the foul Bleps where plunderers have been. 



AMSITIODS BTATESMAS. 



r^n. (fo kit fa'dlUst Mittrtm). Madam I 'rn well 
assured, you will not send 
One poor tbought after me, much less a meeeenger, 
To know the truth ; but if yon do, he'll find, 
iDBome unliDiBh'd part of the creation, 
Where Night and ChaOB never were disturb'd. 
But bed-rid lie in Home dark rocky dcsart, 
There will he find a thing— whether a, man. 
Or the collected ahadows of the desart 
Condeos'd into a shade, he 'II hardly know ; 
This figure be will find walking alone, 
Poring one while on Borne sad book at noon 
By taper-light, for never day shoue there : 
Soioetimei laid gTorelliog on the bairea earth. 
Moist with hia teiu's, for oever dew fell there ; 
And wlien night comes, nut known from day by d&ili- 

But by some faithful messenger of tlm«^ 
He '1! Hiid him stretcht upon a bed of stone. 
Cut from the bowels of some rooky cave, 
OfferiDg himself either to Sleep or Death ; 
And neitlier will acoopt the diamnl wretch : 
At length a Slumbor, in its infant anns. 
Takes up his heavy aool, but wanting atraogth 
To bear it, quickly lets it fall Bgwo ; 
At which the wretch Elarts up, and walks about 
All night, and all tlie time it should be day ; 
Till quite forgetting, quite forgot of every Ihii^ 
But Sorrow, pines away, and lu small time 
Of the only man that durst inhabit there, 
Becotnes ihe only Ghost that dares walk there. 



Ten. Perhaps there never were sneb things ta 



Lottiie. Dare you approach ) 
Fen. YeB,butwithfear,forsureyon'retlot Woman 
A Comet gUttei'd in the air o' late. 
And kept some we«kB the frighted kingdom waking. 
Long hwr it had, like you ; a eluning aspect 



That tbon 'd'rt bean with us at Duke Doris's garden 
The pt«tt; contest between art and nature ; 
To see the wilderness, grots, arbours, pouds ; 
And in the midst^ over a stately fountaio, 
The Neptune of the Liguriaa eea, — 
Andrew Doria — the man who firet 
Taught Genoa not to serve : then to behold 
The onriuus waterwoi'ks and vranton streams 
Wind here and there, as if they had foi'got 
Their ercond to the sea. 

And then M;ain, within 
The vast prodigious cage, in which the glares 
Of myrtle, orange, jessamine, beguile 
The winged quire with a native warble. 
And pride of their restrMut. Then, up and down, 
An antii^uated marble, or broken statue. 
Msjeslio ev'n in ruin. 

And such a glorious palace : 
Sach pictures, carving, furniture ! my wards 
Qumot reach half lbs aplendoni'. And, after all. 
To see the sea, fond of the goodly sight^ 
One while glide amorous, and lick her walls, 
As who would say. Come Follow ; but, i«puls'd 
Bally its whole artillery of waves, 
And crowd into a storm I 



THE FLOATING ISLAND : 



Once Venus' cbeeki, tb&t Bham'd the mom 

Their hue let fcU ; 
Her lipB, that winter bad out-bom, 

In June look'd pale : 
Her heat grew cold, her nectar dry ; 
No juice flue had but iu her eye. 
The wonted fire and flames to mortify. 
When waa this so dismal sight t — 
When AdoniB bade good ni^t. 



FATAL JEALOUSY : 



Jfo Trulh Abioiule : afler ucing a Maiqac c/Giptyi. 

lit ^ectcUOT. By this we seo that all the world's a 
Whose truths and falsehoods lie ao iotermiitt, [cheat. 
And are so like each other, that 'tta hard 
To find the difference. Who would not think these 
A real pack of sueh as we call Gipsya t [people 

ind Sped. Things perfectly alike are bat the same ; 
And these wero Gipeys, if we did Dot know 
How lo consider them the contrary : 
So in terrestrial things there is not one 
But takea its form and nature from our fancy, 
I4ot its own bein^and is but what we think it. 

lie Spect. But Truth is still itself t 

iitd Spect. No, not at all, as Truth appears to us ; 
For oftentimes 



FATAL JEALOPBY. 



How clouded Man 

Doubts first, and Inim oae daobt doth soon proceed 

A IhouBoDd more, iu golTJcg of the first I 

Like 'nighted traYellere we l(«e our way. 

Then every ignis fatuus makes us stray, 

B^ the false lights of reason ted about. 

Till we arrive where we at first set out : 

Nor ehalt we e'er troth's perfect highway see, 

Till dawns the day-break of elemity. 

Apprehension I— 
So terrible the conaequonce appears. 
It makes my brain turn round, and night ieem darker. 
The moon begins to drown herself in cloada, 
Leaving a duskish horror eveiywbere. 
My sickly fancy makes the garden seem 
Like those benighted groves io Pluto's kingdoms. 
In)ured Jurtasd. 

Wife (d^ng). Oh, oh, I fain wonld live a little 
If but to ask forgiveness of Gerardo I [longer, 

My soul will scarce reach heav'n without his pardon. 

Oerardo (enteritig). Who 's that would go to heav'D, 
Take it, whate'er thou art ; and may'st thou ba 
Happy in death, whate'er thou didst design. 

Oer. It is in vain to look 'em*, if they hide ; 
The garden 's large ; besides, perhaps they 're gone. 
We 'II to the body. 

Serv. You are by it now, my Lord. 

Qer. This accident amazes me so much, 
I go I know not where. 

Doubt is the affect of fear or jealousy, 
Two pasaons which to reason give the lye ; 



nn TnE TRAITOR. 

For f«r tormenls, uid never doth «S^ ; 
And jealouBjr ig love lost in a misL 
Uoth bood-wink trutb, and go to blind-nun's-bulf. 
Cry hew, Ihen there, geero to direct enough. 
But all the while shift place ; maliiiig the mind, 
Ai it Eoea oat of breath, despair to find ; 
And, if at last something it stumbles on, 
Perhaps it calls it false, and then 'tis gone. 
"■ ' '" rain'd I only just ti 



hark how the owl 

Summons their souls to take a fliglit with her. 
Where they shall be eternally benighted.— 



THE TRAITOR : 



BcuBRAH, whoK li/i ii forftUcA, ((« oSer iffordoti, eo^AiUati- 
alit, ttfll \t bring Afa titter Axmu la con$mt M tlic 
erijxee'i unlatiifitl mil. Hcjalingly tritiliirngicUim. 
Sci. — If thou conldat redeem me 
With anything but death, I Ihitik I ehoald 
Consent to live. 

Amid, Nothing can be too precious 
To save a brother, such a loving brother 

Sei. Death 'b a. devouring gamester, 
And sneepe up all ;_wlut think'st tbou of an eye ( 
Could'st thou spare one, and think the blemish recom- 
To see ma aafa with the other I or a hand— [penced 
This white hand, that has bo often 



HUNTISGDON DITEBTtSEMENT. 

With admimtion trembled on the lute, 

Till we hare pray'd thee leave the strings swhite. 

And lud onr ears close Co tby ivory fingers, 

Suspecting all the hanoony proceeded 

From their own motions without tlie need 

Of any dull or paBsJTe instrument. — 

Ho, Amidea ; tlioa shalt not bear one scar. 

To buy my life ; the sickle shall not touch 

A flower, that grows bo fair upon his stalk : 

I would live, and owe my life to thee, 

So 'twere not houghl too dear. 

Amid. Do yon believe, I should not And 
The way to heav'n, were both mine eyes thy ransoi 



THE HUNTINGDON DIVERTISEMENT : 



Gen. Sir Jeofiry, good morrow. 

Sir J. The same to you. Sir. 

Gm. Your early zeal condemns the risiog sun 
Of too much sloth ; as if you did inl«id 
To catch the Muses napping. 

Sir J. Did you know 
The pleasures of an early contemplation. 
You'd never let Aurora blush to find 
You dronsy on your bed ; but rouse, and spend 
Some short ejaculations, — how the night 
Disbands her sparkling troops at the approach 
Of the ensuing day, when th' grey-eyed ehjr 
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BEAU. 

VsheFS the golden eignals of the mom ; 
Whilst the raagnaaiinouB cock with joy proclaiios 
The sun'B illustriouB caTslode. Your thonglitB 
Would ruminate oo all the works of Heaveu, 
And th' various dispens&tioiiB of its power. 
Our predeoeasors better did improie 
The precious minutes of the morn than we 
Their Uzy successors. Their practice tucht 
And left QB Ih' good Proverbial, that " To nse 
Early makes all men health;, wealthj, wise." 

Om. Your practice, Sir, merits our imitation ; 
Where the least particle of night and daj^'a 
Improv'd to th' best advautage, whilst your bouI 
(Unclogg'd from th' droia of melancholic cares) 
Hakes eve^ place a paradise. 

Sir J. 'fig troe, 
I bless my luck^ stars, whose kind aspects 
Have fix'd me m this solitude. My youth 
Fast thro' the tropics of each fortune, 1 
Was made her perfect tennis-ball ; her smiles 
Now made me rich and honour'd ; then her frowns 
Dash'd all my joys, and blasted all my hop«s ; 
Till, wearied by' such interchange of weather, 



THE MARRIED BEAU: 



irtft (empffd . lit pleadi rtli^n. 
Lover. Our happy love may have a secret Church 
Under the Church, as FaMh'a was under Fcaii't, 
Where we may carry on our sweet devotion ; 
And the Cathedral marriage keep iu state. 
And all ita decency and ceremonies. 



DEDICATIONS TO FLETCHER'S FAITHFUL 



To Oiat rtiHitt and Irue Uver vf Itaming, Sib Waltib Aen>N. 

Sir, I must b^ yoar patience, and be trne. 

Thifl Play waa never liked, encept by few 

Tbat brought Uieir jadgmenta with them ; for o{ lale 

First tbe infection ■, then the common prate 

Of common people, hare euch cuatomg got 

Either io fulence Plays, or lilce them not ; 

Under the last of which this Interlude 

Had Eal'n, for ever press'd down by the rude 

Tbat, hke a torrent which the moiat South feedi. 

Drowns both before him the ripe corn and weeds ; 

Had not the earing eense of better men 

Bedeem'd It from corrnptioiL Dear Sir, then 

Among the better Hauls be you the best. 

Id whom as in a centre 1 take reet. 

And proper being ; from whose ec[nal eye 

And indgment nothing grows but purity. 

Nor do f flatter ; for, by all those dead 

(ireat in the Muses, by Apollo's head, 

He that odds any thing to you, 'tia done 

Lilce hia that lighCa a candle to the sun. 

Then he as you were orer, yourself still 

Moved by your judgment, not by love or will. 

And when I sing again (as who can tell 

My next devotion to that holy Well 1} 

Yeur goodness to the Muses shaJl be all 

Able to make a work Hcroical. 

* Tba Plagng : la wUch Ume>, the scUnj at Flays sppeati to 



FAITHFUL eHBTHEBDESS. 



To Ike IiAtrilor of all Worlkinin, an William BKinrrni. 
ODE. 

If from Berrile hope or loTs 

I nuy proTO 
Bat M b&ppy to be thought for 
Such a one, whose grealeEt eue 

1b to pleASe, 
Worthy Sir, Vie all I Bought for. 

For DO itch of greater name 

Which some claim 
By their verses, do I show it 
To the world ; nof to protest 

'Tis the best ; 
These are lean &iills in a poet : 

Nor to make it Berre to feed 
At my need ; 

Nor to gain acqaatntance by it ; 
Nor to ravish kind Attomies 

In their journies j 
Nor to read it after diet- 
Far from me are all theee aims, 

Fittest irameB, 
To build weakness on and pity ; 
Only to yourself, and such 

Whose true touch 
Makes all good, let me seem witty. 



FAITBPITL BHBPHERDESe, 



To Vu pirfict pBilfemaB, am Robibt Townbhibd. 

Tf the KTeftteat favits may eme 

Pardoii, where contritioD it, 

Noble Sir, I needs miut have 

A long one for a long amiBa. 

If yon ask me how is this. 

Upon m; biUi I '11 tell yoo frankl; ; 
You !ove above my meaoa to thu^ ye. 

Yet, according to loy talent, 

As Bonr fortune lores to nae me, 

A poor Shepherd T have Bent 

In home-spun gray, for to excuse me : 

And may all m; hopes refuse me 
But, when better comes ashore. 
You sliall have hettcr, newer, more ! 

Till when, like oof desperate debtors. 

Or our three-piled sweet " protesters," 

I must please you in bare letters ! 

And to pay my debts, like jesters. 

Yet I oft have seen good toasters. 
Only for to please tbe pallet. 
Leave great meat, and choose a sallet. 

Apologitical Pr^aee, foUomug ihae : 
TotheSeader. 
If you be not reasonably assured of your knowled^ 
in this kind of Poem, lay down the Book ; or read this, 
which I would wish had been the Prologue. It is a 
Paatoral Traai-Comedy ; which tbe people seeing when 
it was played, having ever had a eiugular ^ift in de- 
fining, concluded (o bo a play of Country hired Sbep- 
berda, in gray cloaks, with cur-lailcd dogs in strings, 
sometimes laughing together, and Bomelimes killing one 
another ; and, missing Whitsim ales, cream, wassail, 
and Morris dances, began to be angry. In their error 



.......Cu.,8k' 



I would not bftve ;ou fall, lesl youincnT their censore*. 
UndenUnd, therefore, a Putorsl lo be— a Ropreseii- 
tatian of ShepberdB and Shepherdesaes, with tbeir 
Aetioiu and FaBBioDK, which must be Bach aa may agree 
with their natures ; at least, not exceeding former 
fletionii and vulgar traditions. They are not to be 
■dorn'd with an; art, bat such improper ones as 
nature ia sud to beatow, an Singing and Poetry-, or 
sncb aa experience may teach them, as the virtues of 
herbs and fountains i the ordinary course of the sun, 
moon, and alars ; and such like. But you are exer to 
remember Shepherds to be Buch, aa all the ancieat 
poeta (and modem of undeiatanding) have receiTed 
them ; that is, the Owners of Flocka, uid not Hirelings. 
— A Tragi-comedy is not so called in respect of minh 
and killing, but in respect it wants dea^ (which is 
enouf^ to make it no Tragedy) ; yet brings some near 
to it (which is enough to malie it no Comedy) ; whiab 
muat be a lUipreseatation of Familiar People, vith 
auch bind of trouble as no lifo bo questioned ; so that 
a God is as lawful in this, as in a Tragedy ; and meim 
People, as in a Comedy. — Thus much I hopa will serve 
to justify my Poem, aud mako you understand it ; to 
t«ach you more for nothing, I do not know that I am 

— le bound. 

John Flbichbb. 



THE WABS OF GYRUS: 



Warrants what we record of PanUiea. 

It is writ in sad and Iranc terms, 

Iilay move you tears ; then you content our Muat^ 

That acoma to trouble you again with toys 



FOB BEAUTY. 

Or needless antics, imitations, 

Of bIiowb, or new devises sprung o' late ; 

We hnve exiled them from oar tragic abige, 

Aa trash of their tradition, that can bring 

Nor instance nor excuse : for what they Jo*, 

Instead of mournful pMots our Chorus Hngt ; 

Although it be against the upstart guise. 

Yet, warranted by grave antiquitj', 

We will revire the which hath long been done. 



Appeal/Or IniiBtctia againil afaUi aeauatlon. 
Bdeaa. Both have sworn : 
And, Priocea, as you hope to crown your heads 
With that perpetual wreath which shall last ever. 
Coat on a poor dejected innocent virgin 
Yoar eyes of grace and pity. What sin is it, 
Or who can be the patron to such evil ! — 
That a poor innocent maid, spotless in deed. 
And pure in thought, both without spleen and gait, 
That never injored creatnre, never Imd heart 
To think of wrong, or ponder injury j 
That such a one m lier white innocence, 
Striving to live peculiar in the compasH 
Of her own virtues ; notwithatandiDg these. 
Should bo sought out by Etnuigors, persecuted. 
Made infomouB ev'n there, where she was made 
For imitation ; hisa'd at in hel- country ; 
Abandou'd of her mother, kindred, friends ; 
Depraved in foreign climes, scorii'd every where. 
And ev'n in princes' courts reputed vile ; 
pity, pity this ! 

of tbe line, ai It Mudi la (biE nnlqua 

at ttae lommon plnvKghts ia (or abeir 
lnBspllcable dunib gbow^ or ShslEip«ar« — >, oui 
The follmring Un« have die no eotasnoce. 



Annn, havliig ricoveTid hit W(fi, and Kingdem, Jt-om k\ 
broOir THYmu, icko had laurpiil »olli, and Hn( Ah 
tntc baniikmml, dacriba hli nJFiiittina Qiitai. 

Almiit (tolvt). sUll die Uvea : 

'TiB true, in he&vy mrroir : bo she ongbt, 
If Bba offsoded as I fear she haa. 



For wlut IB it to me t I never Bleep : 
Bat for her bed she useB the hud Boor. 
My t»blo ia spread for her ; 1 never eat ; 
And ahe 11 bUe notfaing but what feeda her grief. 
PHiURBINn, Ue ion at" THTmTB^ at a tlolm inlmiete hiU 
Antioone, (Ae daughltr of Atrbuh, ij txtrpTini by Oit 
EIng'i SpUi : upoH which miffartunt Ajmaosi ntooning, 
il/ovnd t^ FiHEua. 

Ahtisohi. Pehius, an anettnl rtlaintr to tht Court 
of Myetna. 

Peneai. Ha I what is ahe that aleepa in open air ( 
Indeed the place ia for from any path. 
But nhat conduola to melancholy thoughta ; 
But those ore beaten roads about this Court. 
Her habit calla her, Noble Grecian Maid ; 
But her sleep says, she is a stranger here. 
All birds of night build iu this Court, but Sleep : 
And Sleep ia here made wild with loud oomploinlB, 
And flies away from all. I wonder how 
Tliis maid has brought it to her lure so tame. 

AiUxgotie {ymicimf fiiim her aiaoon). Oh my Philia- 

Peneue. She wakes to moan ; [tbenea ! 

Aye, that 'a the proper language of this place 1 

Antigone. My dear, ray poor Philiathenefl I 
I know 'tis flo I oh horror 1 death I hell 1 oh — 

Ptntit*. 1 knoiT her now j 'tis fur Antigone, 



.......Cu.,8L 



The dsDghler and tbe darling of the Kiog. 
This is Uie lot of all this fuailj'*. 
Be&uteous Aaligoae, thou know'st me well ; 
I am old PeneuB, one who threescore years 
Hag lored and aerv'd thy wretched family. 
Impart thy sorrows to me ; I perhaps 
Id my wide circle of experience 
May fiad some eounBel that may do thee good. 

AriiigaiH!, O good old man 1 how long bare yoa been 

Peneut. I came but now. [here T 

Anii^ane. O did you see this way 
Poor young PhilistheiteE t you know him well. 

Pentad. Thy uncle's son, Thyestes' eldest son — 

AtUigom. Tbe same, tbe same— 

Feneat. No ; all Che Gods forbid 
I should meet him so near thy father's Court. 

Aniigime. O he was here one cursed minute past. 

Peaeui. What brought him hither 1 

Antigone, Love to wretched me. 
Oar warring btbers never ventured more 
For bitter hate Ihaa we for innocent love. 
Here hut a minute past the dear youth lay, 
Here in this brambly cave lay in my arms ; 
And now he 'a seized 1 miserable me — 

Peneut. Why dost thou rend that beauteona oma- 
In what baa it offended t bold thy hands. [meat ! 

Ariligime. OfaCher, go and plead forthe poor youth; 
No one daree speak to the fierce Kmg but you — 

Peneui. And no one near apeaka more in vain thui I ; 
He Bpnrna me from bis preBenoa like a dog. 

Andgonf. Oh, then — 

Feneta. She faints, she swoons, I frighten'd her. 
Oh I spake indiscreetly. Daughter, child, 
Antigone, I 'II go, indeed I '11 go. 

Aniigoiie. There isnohelpformaiuhaav'n or earth. 

Penaw. There ia, there la ; det^iair not, sorrowful 

All will ba well. I 'm going to the Kmg, 
And will with pow'rful reaaona bind hia hands ; 
■ The dMceodaiiti of Tantolut. 



And Romething in me m,s* I ■li»'l prevail. 

But to whose ore ahall I le>Te Oiee tbe whUe I— 

For oti 1 1 dmre not truat thee to thj griet. 

Antigoni. I '11 be diBpofted of, ^ther, aa yon ploaaei 
Till I receive the blest or dreadful doom. 

Pauvt, Then come, de«r daughter, lean upon mj 
Which old and weak is stronger yet than thine ; [arm. 
Thy youth hath known more sorrow than mjr age. 
I never hear of ^ef, but when I 'm here ; 
But one day's diet here of sighs aiid tears 
Retums me elder home by many years. 

Atnins, (0 iRfrap Mi brontr TimsTU ; irAo Itai llvtd a et»- 



nuptial*^ JkJmaotimtiiitAFsiLmntxvwi. 

Thy, Welcome to my anna, 
My hope, iny comfort 1 Time baa roU'd about 
SeTeral months since I have seen thy face. 
And in its progreas has done wond'roui things. 

Phil. Strange things indeed t« chase you tn this sad 
Dismal abode ; nay, and to age, 1 think : 
I see that winter thrueting ilaelf forth 
Lonj;, loni; before its time, in silver halm. 

Thy, My fault, my son ; I would be great and high ; 

Ah, Son I I 'm eorry for thy noble youth. 
Thou hast so bad a father ; 1 'm afraid. 
Fortune will quarrel with thee for my sak& 
Thou nilt derive unhappineas from me. 
Like an hereditary ill disease. 

PhU, Sir, I was bom, when you were innocent ; 
And all the ill you huTC contracted since, 
You have wrought out by painfnl penitence ; 
For healthy joy retumH to us again ; 
Nay, a more vigorous joy than e'er we had. 
Like one recover'd from s sad diaease. 
Nature for damage pays liim doable colt. 
And gives him fairer flesh than e'ec be bad, 

.......Ca.,glc 



4^ pBiLwanH and Fms^vh,!!/ Hit apparent good yiilth, 
ami HluTninpkinilititi of til breOttr.'UAavitiUMtcetia, 
—All eonfliiaice ; Mi rtlarning mlifivingi. 

7%. O wondroiiB pleunire to a banish'd idrd, 
I feel m}i loved long iDok'd-for native soil I 
And ob ! ray weary eyea, that all the day 
Had from some mouDtDiin trBvcU'd tow^d this place. 
Now rest themaelyes upon the royal towers 
Of that great paUce where I had my birth. 
sacred tuwers, sacred in your height, 
Mingling with cloada, the Tillaa of the Groda, 
Whither for Bacr«d pleaaurea they retire ; 
Sacred becaoie yoa are the week of Gods ; 
Yoar lofty tooka boaat your diviDe descent : 
And the proud ciU whioh lies at your fee^ 
And would give jJace to nothing btit to JOU, 
Owns her oripnal is short of yours. 
And DOW s tbouBKud objects more ride £uit 
Od tnominz beaniB, and meet my eyes in throngs ; 
And see, afl Argoe meets me with loud shouts '. 

PhU. O joyful sound I 

J^y. But with tbem Atreus too— 

PhU. What uls my father, that he stops, and ahaliea, 
And now retires I 



And faithful desart, and well-seated caves ; 
Trees shelter man, by whom they often die^ 
And never seelf reTengc : no villainy 
Lies in the prospect of an humble cave. 

Pen. Talk you of villaiuy, of foes, and fraud I 

Tky. Italkof AtreuB. 

Pen. What are these to him ! 

Thy. Nearer than T am, for they ore himself. 

Pen. Gods drive these impious tllonglits oat of your 

Thg. The Gods for all our safety put them there.— 
R«tum, return with me. 



Pat. Agumt OUT oMba I 
I csDaat stem the vengeanea of th« Ood>. 

Thy. Here u« no Gods: they 're left (hii din abode. 

Pen. True race of Tkntalni I who parent-like 
Are doom'd in miibt of plenty to be lUived. 
His hell and y oun differ alone in thii : 
When he would catch at joys, they fly from him ; 
When glories eatoh at you, yon fly bora them. 

Hitf. A fit comparison ; onr joy* and hie 
Are lying ihadowe, which to trust ia helL 
Vit daj/ of Uh tirtltndtrl !fvpllali,—A.t*tmfiii/iu arttumtng 

jBrope, O tht is too mnch joj ror me to bear : 
You build new palaeeit on broken walla. 

JtpSM. Come, let our new-born pleainre* bre»the 
This room 'a too vile a cabinet for gold. [sweet air ; 
Then leave for ever. Love, this dolefnl place, 
And leaTB behind thee all thy sorrows here ; 
And dreaa thyself as thia great day requires. 
'Twill be tby danghter's naptlala ; and I dream'd. 
The Snn himself would be aafaam'd to come, 
And be a guest In hia old tamiah'd robe ; 
But leave my Court*, to enlighten all the gloh«, — 
PuiEDs la Amcra, dUmadiag him fl-anliii liorriil parpote. 

Prn. Fear yon not men or Goda I 

Atr. The fear of Gods ne'er cams in Pelopa' Honae. 

Fm. Tlunk yoa there are no Gods ! 

Atr. I find all lUngs 
So false, I am sure of nothing bat of wrong*. 



A Ti^Oe ami a BanipHt. 

Atr. Come, brother, ait. 

Thy. May not PhilJstheDSB 
Sit with ua, Sir I 

Atr. He wuU npon the Bride. 
A deeper bowl. This lo the Bridegrooni'a bMllh. 

* A hill ofilw ttrtedful buquel which ha ra«dtta(ei, at irttldi 
Ihe Bus li uld bj luT* lun»d am; hit taonei. 



TBTBSTEB. I9I 

Ths- This to tbe Oods for thia moBt joyful day.— 

Now to the Biidegraoia'H health, 

Atr. This day Bball be 
To Argot an etemst fe8ti»sl. 

Thy. Fortone and 1 M-d&y both trj ou ■frengtbB. 
I have qnite tired her left-hand Misery ; 
She now relieves it with her right-lund Joy, 
Which she lays on me irith her utmost force ; 
But both shall be too weak for mv atrong spirit. 

Atr. (atide,) So, dow my engines of delight hare 
The monster to the top of arrogance ; [acrew'd 

And now he 's ready for hia deadly falL 

Thy, these extremea of misery and joy 
Measure the vast extent of a man's soul. 
My qiirit reaches Fortune's E»at and West. 
She has oft set and ris'n here ; yet cannot get 
Out of the vast domioion of toy mind. — 
Ho '. my proud vaunting has a sudden chedi ; 
See, from my head my crown of roses falls ; 
My hair, tho' aJmostdrown'd beneath sweet oils, 
With strange and sndden horrors starts upright : 
Something 1 know not what bids me not eat ; 
And what I have devouc'd* within me groans ; 
I &iin would tear my breast to set it &ee : — 
And I have oatch'd the eager thiret of tears. 
Which all weak epirits have in misery. 
i, who in banishment ne'er w^t, weep now. 

Atr. Brother, regard it not; 'tis fancy all. 
Misery, like night, is haunted with ill spiciU, 
And s{<irit« leave not easUy their haunts ; 
'Tis said, sometimes they '11 impudently stand 
A flight of beams from the forlorn of ibty, 
And scorn the crowing of the sprightly nocks : — 
Brother, 'tis morning with our plewHire yet. 
If or has tbe sprightly wine crow'd oft enoi^. 
See in great flagona at fall length it sleeps. 
And lets these melan<A[dy thonghia break in 
Upon our weaker pleasures. Honaa the wine. 
And bid him disee these fancies hence for ahorae. 

* The nian^d limlw el bli 



Fill Hp thftt w rewni utTanqiibb'd Bowl, 
Wbo nuuiy k giant in hia tune bu bilea. 
And tnany atoonstet ; HeioulM not more. 

Thu. If be deooendi into my groaiuag breast, 
like Uarcnlea, he will descend to hell — 

Atr. And be will vanqokh all the monateiB theie. 
Brother, your courage with thii Heio try ; 
He o'er our Honae liaa reiga'd two hundred ye*vs. 
And he '8 the only king ahatl rule you here. 

Thy, What ufa an, I cannot heave it to mj lips I 

Air. What,ia the bowl too heavy! 

Thy, No ; my heart. 

Air, Hie wine will lighten it. 

Thy, The wine will not 
Come near my lips. 

Air. Why ebonld they be ao atrange t 
They are near a-kin. 

Thy. AJiin I 

Air, At poaaible i &ther and un not nearer. 

Thy. Wh»t do you mean 1 

Air. DoM not good wine beget good blood t 

Thy. 'Tia true. 

Air. Your lips then and the wine may be ••kin. 
Off with your kindred wine ; leave not a drop 
To die alone, lMwild«r'd in that bowl. 
Help him to heave it to hia bead ; that 'a well. 

llRvtsmdrinki. AtlBpsfthmidtr. Tht llehli eo out) 

T/ty, What pond'rana Crimea pull beav'n upon our 
Nature is choak'd with aome vast villainy, [bead* t 
And all her &ce ie black. 

Air, Some tighta, aome lights. 

IHiy. The aky ia stuou'd, and reela '(nixt night and 
Old Chaoa is retum'd. fday i 

Air, It ia to aee 
A young Oue bom, more dreadful than henelf ; 
That promiaes great comfort to her age. 
And to reatore net empire. 

Thy. What do you mean I 

Air. Confaaion I have in thy bowels made. 

JRj. Dire thonghla, like Furies, break into my mind 



BBDTDS OF ALBA. 9S3 

With flumng brands, uid shew me what he means. 

Where Is Pbilistbeneal 
Atr. Ask thy oim bowels : 

Thou bcardst them groui; perfaapB the^ now will epe»k. 
7%p. Thon bast not, TTrant—what I d«re not asb I 
Atr. I kUI'd thy Son, and tbou hut drank bis blood. 



BRUTUS OP ALBA ■. 
k Tuoui. Bi Nabuii Tati, 



iCag. 'Tib tune we were prepannff for the 
Heed me, je daaghters of tbe mj^tic art ; 
Look that it be no common hnnicane. 
But such as rend the Caspian cliffi, and from 
Tb' HjTcanian hills sweep oedara, roots and all. * 
Speak ; goes all right I 

J«. im t Uh ! TJh I Uh 1 [more. 

Ut W. Tbe cricket leares our caTs, and chirps no 

27id W. I stuck a ram, but could not stain m;' steel. 

Srd W. His fat conBQmed in th'fire,and never smok'd. 

it& W. I fannd this mora upon oui fomace wall 
HTsterioDS words wrought b; a shmy snail. 
Whose night-walk tale had guided in that form. 

2nd W. Tbon 'rt queen of rajHleries, great Ragusa. 
How bast thon etemm'd the abyss of our black science, 
Traced dodging nature tbro' her Wind 'scapo-roads. 
And brought ber naked and tremUing to (be li^t t 

Sag. Now to our task- 
Stand off ; and, croucbbg, mystic postures make. 
Gnawing your rivel'd knockles till they bleed, 
Whilat I oil prostrate to consolt my »H 
And matter soimds too secret for your ear. 

Sag. Thestorm'sonwingiComespowdsringiromtbe 
'Tis past the Alps already, and whirls forward [Nore; 
To th' Appenine, whOK nfted snow fs sw^ 
To th' TiOee benestb, while oots and folds Ue bnried. 



IN BRUTUB OF ALBA. 

Thon Ht™ tak'st to-night mn airf hutcIl 
To th' Pontic shore for drags ; uid for moie speed 
On m; own m^il« crutch tlioD ihalt be moontHl, 
Which bridled tiiriu to & steed so muugMble, 
I'b&t tboD may'st rein him, with a spiders thread. 

4th W. And how a I o'artske ft bwk in the w«y I 

Bag. Then, if aloft thou goeet, to tinder scorch 
The bans ; but if thou tt^^at a, lower cat, 
Then SDBteii tiie whips off &om the BteerBouui's hand, 
And Miue him in the fown. 

ilh W. He sbaU be drench'd. [Slerm OtUkau. 

Rag. Aye, this is mosic 1 now metfainks I heu> 
The shrieks of rinhing sailors, tackle rent, 
Roddem nnhing'd, while tlie sea^aveners swift 
Scour thro' the duk flocd for the diving eorpsea. 

Ha I art thon there, mj meUnehoIjr msterl 



Thoa think'st thy ni^ was diort, and art wirpria'd 

To find nuht fallen already. 

More turAo th' fire, till the black mesh ferment i 



Bum th' oil of banliak to fret the st 

Tliat WM » merry clap : I know that cloud 

Was of my Fricker's rending, Fricker rent it; 

'tis an ardent Spirit : but beahrew him, 
Twas he seduced me first to hellish arts. 
He foond me penuve in a desari glen. 
Near a lone oak forlorn and tbundar^left. 
Whore discontented, I abjured the Goda, 
And bann'd the cruel creditor that aeiz'd 
My Mnllees *, sole subsistence of my life. 

He promised me full twelve years' absolute reign 

To bBnc[uet all my senses, but he tied. 

For TJpers' flesh is now m^' only food. 

My drmk of springs that stream from sulph'ronB mini 

BMide with midnight cramps and scalding sweats 

1 tun almost inared for hell's worst tortures. — 
I hear the wood- 
My obarm hss to 

And heav'nly lig^t w 



BRUTUS OF ALBA. SW 

lit W. Now, mllen Dame, doit thou npproTe our . 
worts t [torm'd. 

Sag. "Tiraa a brave wreck : O, ;au lure well per- 

2nd W. Myiza mud I bestrid & eloud, and BOar'd 
To Ituh the atorm, which we punned to th' Ci^, 
Where in my flight I Hoatch'd the goldea glob^ 
That high on Samm's piilar blaz'd i' th' «jr. 

Srd W, I fired the turret of Miuerra's fane. 

4tft W. I Btaid i' th' cell to Bet die qtell a work. 
The UmpB burnt ghastly bjue, Ihe fumxee shook ; 
The Salamander felt the heat redoabled, 
And fiisk'd about, so well 1 plied the fire. 

Rag. Now ai I hate bright day, and love moonahine, 
You shall he all my sisters lu the art : 
I will itiBtTuct Ihee in e&ch mystery ; 
Make ye ail Ragusaa. 

All. Ho t Ho 1 Ho 1 

Sag. Around me, and 1 '11 deal to each her dole. 
There 'b an elf-lock, tooth of hermaphrodite, 
A braoe of mandrakes digg'd in fairy ground, 
A lamprey's ohain, snake's e^s, dead sparks of thandec 
Quench'd in its paBaage thro' the cold mid air, 
A memuud's fin, a cockatrice'B comb 
Wrapt i' the dried CAul of a brat still-bom. 

•s take the rest, which named alond 
iht the day, and rai 
dU. Ho I Ho I Ho I Ho ! 
BoiiMAHi a atdLtd StaUiman, employ) RAoiiBijSw a cHani 
Sag. — my drudges I '11 employ 
To frame with their best arts a bracelet for thee, 
Which, while thou wear'at it lock'd on thy left aim, 
Trettaon shall ue'er annoy thee, eword and poLson 
In vain attempt ; Nature alone have power 
Thy substance to dissolve, nor Bhe herself 

T-shock bath broke thy temper. 
tedea for her Jason less performed I 
Hy greatening soul aspires to range like thee, 
In unknown worlde, to search the reign of Night. 
Admitted to thy dreadful mysteries, 
I should be more than morw. 



Would fei 



light the day, and raise another storm. 
■ ■ " ■ Ho I " ■ 



:. Medea 



MS FATAI. UKIOn. 

Rttg. New my cell, 
'MoDgat circling rocks {in foim t, Oitnise) 
Lid > snag T>le — 

&1Z. With horror I h>T« tiew'd U ; 
'Tin blaited all and bare as th' ocean bea<di. 
And BBDitta a round for alvea to revel in. 

Rag. With my attendant! there each waning x 
H; dreadfnl Court 1 hold, and ut in state : — 
And vhen the dire tranaactions are dtspat^'d. 
Our zany Spiritfl aacend to make ns mirtii 
With gambols, dances, maaka and terelliiig Bcmgs, 
Till our mad din strike terror through the waMe, 
SpteadB Tar and wide to th' olifita that bank the ma 
And Bcaree is loat in the wide oesui's roar. 
HereH 
While deraons kiss 

RiaL'U, wiM Uc sUtr WUclui, hating finiilud On braetUl. 

Rag. Proceed welheatoliniBhouFblackprojeotB 

View here, till from yoor green distilltng eyes 

The poisonouB glances centre on this brMelet, 

A fatal gift for our projecting son ; — 

Seven hours odd minutes has it steept i' tb' gall 

Of a vile Moor awine-rooted from his gimva. 

Now to your bloated lips apply it round. 

And with th' infections dew oi your black breaths 

Gimplete its baleful force. 



THE FATAL UMON : 



Noblest bodies are but gilded clay. 

Put away 

But the precious shining rind, 

The inmost rottenness remains behind. 

Kin^ on earth though Gods they be, 

Yet in death are vile aa we. 



BLURT, HABTBR CONSTABLE. 

He, A tbousuid Kings before. 

Now ia vusal unto moire. 

Termin now inBulting lie, 

And dig tor diaovHtdi in each we ; 

Whilst the sMptre-beMing luuia 

Cumot thrar iiiMBdB wi^Mtuid. 

H.tn doth one in odonre wmde, 

Bt the »g>l nuBlion nude ; 

While snotberdww to gnaw 

On ibxl tongue, hii peOt>Ie'B lav. 

Fools, ah I fool* are we that bo oontrive, 

And do attiTe, 

Iq each mudj ornament. 

Who Bhail hie oorpee io the beat dieh pr 



BLURT, MASTER CONSTABLE : 



Ltctr litpt amalu bp Loot- 
Ab 1 how can I sleep 1 he, who trulj lore*, 
Bums out ^e daj in idle fantasies ; 
And when the lamb bleating doth bid good night 
Unto the doein^ daj, then tears begin 
To keep qnick time onto the owl, whose voice 
Shrieks like the bellman in the lorer's ears : 
Lore's ej'e the jewel of sleep oh 1 seldom wears. 
The early Urk ia waken'd from her bod, 
Being odI; by Love's plaints disq^uieted ; 
And singing in the morning's ear she weeps, 
Being deep in love, at Lorers' broken sleeps. 
Bat say a golden slnmber chance to tie 
With silken strings the oorer of Love's eye ; 
Then dreama, niagieiMiJlke, moakiog present 



Pleaanrea, whoea &ding leaves miore dueontent. 

lur Husband at tht houil of a Curtlui 

t, sweet Beauty, pardon my excnsi 

..,..„Cu.,8k' 



us BLtlBT, UASTBB CONSTABLE. 

which Bought entnnoe into this house ; good Sweet- 
new, have yon not » Property here, improper to your 
houae ; my hiuband I 
Imp. ukh I your hnaband here ! 
Vio. N&y, be u yoa seem to be, White Dove, with- 
ont gtJl. Da not mock me, fwreat Venetiaa. Cone, I 
know he is here. I do Dotblune him, for janr beaaty 
gilds over his error. "Troth, I am right glad that 

E[>n, my Conntrywoman, have received the pawn of 
is affections. You eanaot be hardhearted, loviDg 
him ; nor hate me, for I love him too. Smce we 
both love him, let us not leave bim, till we have called 
home the ill hnsbandry at a sweet Stn^ler. Prithee, 
good wench, use him well. 

Vio. If he deserve not to be used well (as I 'd be 
loth he should deserve it), I '11 engage myself, dear 
Beauty, to thine honest heart : give me leave to love 
him, and I'll give him a kind of leave to love thee. I 
know he hears me. I prithee try my eyes, if they 
know him ; that hare almost drowned themselves in 
their own salt-water, faecanse (hey cannot see him. In 
tmth, 1 '11 not chide bim. If I speak words longher 
than soft biases, my peoaooe shaU be to see him kiss 
thee, yet to hold my peace. 

Good Partner, loi^ me in thy private bed } 

Where, in BuppoaS folly, he may cod 

Determin'd Sin. Tbou smilest. I know thon vilt. 

What looseness may term dotage, — tmly read. 

Is Love ripe^ther'd, not soon withered. 

Imp. Good tmth, pretty Wedlock, than makeet my 
little eyes smart with wa^iing themselves in brine. I 
mar such a sweet face I — and wipe off that dainty red : 
and make Cupid loll the bell for yonr love-sick heart 1 
— no, no, no — if he were Jove's own ingle Ganymede — 
fle, fie, fie — 1 '11 none. Your Chamber-fellow is idtllin. 
Tbon shalt enjoy him. 

Vio. Star of Venetian Beanty, thanks ! 



HOFFMAN'S TRAGEDY r 

Thf Bont ^ thtDaka ot B4Xony nm avfa^ ^BiA 1 
SukBOf Anmi\Mra OimgiiitT—Tlii two Dtka, 
(Hn-iKlt nfOuxT Mldrm, mietat On Ciliofa . 



Aiat. That Bhonld be S&xon'a tongue. 

Sax. Indeed I am the Duke of Suony. 

Auit. Then thou ait father to lasciriouB aona. 
That have made Austm chiidless. 

Saa. Oh inbtle Duke, 
Thy enft i^pean in fruning the eicnse. 
Thou do»t acease my f onng bodb' inooceDce. 
I sent them to get Imowledge, leant the tongues, 
Not to be met^iotphoBed with the view 
Of flattering Beauty — peradventure punted. 

Aait. No, I defy thee, John of Saiony. 
My Lneibel tor heauty need* no art ; 
Nor, do 1 think, the beaulies of her mind 
Ever incUu'd to this ignoble courae. 
But by the channg and foccinga of thy sons. 

Sax. O would Ihon would'st maintain thy words, 
proud Dulie 1 

Her. I hope, great prin<;«B, neither of you due 
Commit a deed bo saciile^oue. 
Thia holy Cell 

Ib dedicated to the Prince of Peace. 
The foot of toan never profan'd thia 
Nor doth wralli here with hia 



AfTrigbt these buildinge. Charity with Pnyer, 
Hunulity with Abstinence combined, 
Are here the gaardiaoB of a grieved mind. 

AuM. Father, we obey thy holy voioe. 
Duke John of Skxonj', receive my taiUi ; 



wo HOFFMAN'S TRAGEDY. 

TUl OUT em hear tbe tnifl course, vhich tfa j boob 
Hkve iakan with toy fond &nd misled child, 
1 procltUDi tmcc. Wby dual thou eullen st&nd t 
If thou meui peace, pve me thy princely hand. 

Sax. Thus dol pligbt theetruth, tudpromiBo peace. 

Atut. Nay, but Ihy eyes agree not with thy heart. 
la vows of combinatioD there 'a a grace. 
That ibewB th' intention in the outward face. 
LcN^ cfaearfully, or I expect no league. 

Sax. First give me leave to view awhile the person 
Of this Hermit — Austria, view him well. 
Is he not tike my brother Roderic t 

Aint. He 'b tike him. Bat I heard, he lost his life 
Long aince in Persia hj the Sophy's wara. 

Her. I beard bo mudi, my Lord. But that report 
Was porel; feign'd ; spremd by my erring tongue. 
As double as my heart, when I was young. 
I am that Roderic, that aspir'd thy throne ; 
That vile falM brother, that widi rebel breath. 
Drawn sword, and tKAch'roua heart, threaten'd yom 
deatL 

Sax. My brother 1— nay then i' fidtb, old Joha lay by 
Thy BorrowinB thoushts ; turn t« thy wonted vein. 
And be mad John of Saxony again. 
Mad Roderic, art alive 1 — my mother^ son, 
Her joy, and her last birth I — oh, die conjnred me 
To use thee thus ; lemiiraang him] and yet I banished 
Body o' me 1 I was unkind, 1 know ; [tbee. — 

But thou deserr'dsl it then : but let it go. 
Say thou wilt leave this life, tbua truly idle. 
And live a Statesman ; thou sholt share in reign, 
Commanding all bnt me thy Sovereigii. 

Her. I thank yonr HighnesBj I mil think on it : 
Bat for my sns this bd^simw is miwe fit. 

3ax. Tat, tittle tattle, teU not me of sin.— 
Now, Aostna, ones agun thy ptinoely band : 
1 'II look thee in the fooe, and tmile ; and swear. 
If any of my sons have wroog'd thy child, 
I 'II help thee in revenging it myBeU. 
Bat if, aa I bdiev«^ they mean hut honour, 
(As it i^^ieareth by these JouMs proolaim'd,) 

.......Cu.,3lc 
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Then tlioD abslt be content to luune* him thine, 
And thjr fur daughter I 'U account aa mine. 

A«tt. Agreed. 

Sax. Ah, Anstria 1 *twu a world, when J'on and I 
Ban these careers ; but now we are stiff and dry. 

Auit. I 'm gUd yon are so pleasant, good my Lord. 

ScLC. 'Twos my old mood ; bat I vbbbood turn'dsad. 
With OTer-grieTing for thiB long lost Lad, — 
And now the Boy ih grown ag dd ai I ; 
His very face a« full of grsTi^. 

* B) on« of lb* Duka'i »iii 'her LoynliDhODOnr of Ludbel. 
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